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PREFACE 


Why, it may be asked, should there be another 
literal translation of Faust? Certainly not because 
Hayward’s book fails to meet the wants of persons 
who, unable to read the original, are content with 
such inadequate notions of it as can be got from a 
literal version. By common consent, he has rendered 
many passages so faithfully and well that, in dealing 
with them, other literal translators must follow 
his lead or do worse; and even where his inter- 
pretations have been arraigned by modern criticism, 
it has mostly been in matters of minor moment to 
the general reader. But to the student, using a 
translation to aid him in grappling with Goethe’s 
masterpiece for the first time, the light thrown on 
numerous passages by the advance of Faust-exegesis 
since Hayward wrote is clearly indispensable. Without 
reckoning the works of Pradez and Sabatier lately 
given to the world, a host of annotators and metrical 
translators have brought to bear on the text now and 
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important interpretations in nearly every scene of the 
drama. Many of them, indeed, have been adopted by 
Dr. Buchheim in his much-improved edition of Hay- 
ward. Others, however, are omitted which cannot 
properly be ignored in any version specially designed 
for the student ; and though a few of these may still 
be debatable, there can hardly fail to remain some 
scores of such reasons for a fresh translation in umm 
tironum. 

Nothing more ambitious than literal fidelity has 
been aimed at here. Whether it be possible to 
present in English prose anything approaching the life 
and lustre of the original, is an open question. But so 
widely does the genius of the German language differ 
from that of our own that, if ever such a version 
appears, thus much may be safely predicted : it will 
abound in paraphrase, the grammatical framework of 
sentences will be recast in every page ; to the despair 
of the tyro whose first object is to construe the text 
and find out the beauties for himself. 

It was not thought necessary to swell the work with 
the customary essay on the Faust-legend ; partly 
because this can be found in any good encyclopredia ; 
partly because, in addition to what may be called the 
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stock annotations on the drama, room had to be made 
for gleanings from Pradez and Sabatier. Most of the 
original notes are intended to help the novice over 
difficulties in construing. . At the same time, in 
deciding liow far such aid was needed, he has been 
credited with that degree of acquaintance with common 
idioms which may be derived from the study of any 
elementary German book. 

The text selected by Sabatier has been followed, 
except as regards two disputed readings, and a few 
slight matters of form. For instance, in some places, 
the beginnings and endings of lines have been altered, 
to admit of their being numbered like those of the 
Weimar edition. This system of numeration has the 
merit of being broken at one point only (the Trubcr 
Tar/ scene); whereas Loeper’s is interrupted no less 
than four times. But perhaps the greatest advantage 
thus secured is that the student is enabled more easily 
to avail himself of Strehlke’s Wortcrbuch zu Goethe’s 
Faust, in which the citations are all numbered on the 
Weimar plan. 

It only remains for the author to acknowledge the 
aid he lias received from Diintzer’s explanatory treatise ; 
from the metrical translations of Anstor, Birds, Pradez, 
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Sabatier, Swanwick, and Bayard Taylor ; as well as 
from the annotated editions by Lebahn, Loeper, Selss, 
and by Turner and Morshead. His many obligations to 
these works are, to some extent, indicated in the notes, 
where Hayward himself is referred to under the initial 
‘ H.’ whenever his version, as amended by Dr. Buchheim, 
is materially departed from. But after all, the author’s 
warmest thanks are due to the accomplished editor of 
Heine’s Ifarzreise, Mr. Moritz Lippner, without whose 
help in every difficulty the present volume would 
probably not have seen the light. 


March 1895 . 
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ERRATA. 


Page 12, lino 140, for bringt read bringt. 

,, 61, ,, 0, delete already. 

„ 69, „ 1, delete (sing). 

,, 70, „ 913, for fid) read fie. 

„ 100, ,, 1369, for ®?cnfcbcnbru read 5D?cnfrf;cnbrnt. 

„ 108, ,, 1473, for ©tiirj read etiirjt. 

,, 137, ,, 23, after and insert should like to. 

,, 159, ,, 3, for worm read, draw. 

,, 169, ,, 8, for flames read flame. 

,, 183, ,, 3, after Mcphistophelcs insert (in the same 

position). 

,, 186 (Stage direction), for gcttfcln read gacfcl. 

,, 199, after lines 15 and 20 insert exit. 

,, 214, line 2895, delete 2)?nrgcU'ete. 

,, 245, ,, 18, for You want read He wants, and delete note. 

,, 291, ,, 10, for flame read life. 

,, 297, ,, 12, for stem read stone; and add as note: 

equivalent to ‘ through thick and thin 
,, 299, ,, 17, for sparkles read sprinkleB. 

,, 309, ,, 20, insert — before as. 

,, 343, ,, 16, delete oil'. 

,, 355, note to line 555, for ben 2)?enfcf;cn read bet 
3Jtenfd)eit. 


FAUST 


A TRAGEDY 


Buetgnuttg 

gfjr naljt end) miebcr, fdjtoanfenbe ©eftattcn ! 

$ie friit) fid) einft bent triiben Slid gegeigt. 

S 8 erfnd)’ idj toot)t end) biegmat feft p flatten? 
gittjt' id) mein §ers nod) fenem SSatp geneigt ? 

Qtjr briingt end) 511 1 5Jtun gut, fo rnbgt i£)r loatten, 
2Sie il)r nttg ®itnft unb SXlebet tun mid) fteigt ; 

StReiu 93 nfeit fixt)tt fid) jttgenbfid) erfdjiittert 
Sent 8 anbevf)aud), ber ettren 3ttg umtoittert. 

3f)v briitgt mit end) bie Sitber frotjer Sage, 
llttb ntattd)e tiebe ©djatten fteigen anf ; 

©feid) eitter atten, fintbocrftungnen ©age, 

Sommt crfte Sieb’ ntib greunbfdpft mit fierauf ; 
®er ©dpterj tt>irb nett, eg iuieberf)oft bie Stage 
®e§ SebeitS tabtjrintf)ifdj irrett 2 auf, 

Unb nennt bie ©nten, bie, unt fdfone ©tuttben 
jBom ©liicf getaufdjt, Oor mir f)intoeggefd)lDunben. 

©ie t)iircit nidjt bie fotgenben ©efcittge, 

SDie ©eeteit, benett id) bie erften fang ; 

3 erftoben ift bag fteunbtid)e ©ebrange, 
aSertfungen, ad) I ber erfte SBieberflang. 

SDtein Sieb ertiint ber unbefannten SOtenge, 

3 f)r SBeifatt fetbft mad)t meinem ^erjen bang ; 

Unb mag fid) fonft an meinem Sieb erfrenet, 

2 Benn eg nod) lebt, irrt in ber SBett jerftreuet. 


DEDICATION 


Ye approach again, wavering shapes, that, early, onco 
presented yourselves to my troubled view! May I 
try, this time, to hold you fast 1 Do I feel my heart 
still fain to that illusion 1 Ye crowd upon me ! Well 
then, ye may rule, as ye rise around me from vapour 
and mist: my bosom feels youthfully agitated by the 
magic breath that floats around your train. 


Ye bring with you the images of hapjDy days, and many 
loved shades arise: like an old half-forgotten legend, 
comes up first-love, with friendship, in their company. 
The pain is renewed; the plaint recalls the mazily 
devious course of life, and names the good who, cheated 
of fair hours by fortune, have vanished away before me. 


They hear not the following lays,— the souls to whom 
I sang the first. Dispersed is the friendly throng; 
the first echo, alas, has died away ! My song sounds 
forth to the unknown multitude: their very applause 
makes my heart timid; and those who in other days 
rejoiced at my song, if yet they live, stray scattered 
in the world. 


3 
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3«ciflmtiig 


25-32 


Hub mid) ergreift eiit liingft entluoI)Uteg ©efyiten 
9lnd) jeucnt fttCCcu, ernfteu ©eifterreid) ; 

@g fcfjiDeBct nun in unbeftimmten SEimeu 
SSJtein ligpetub Sieb, ber Sieofefyarfe gletd^ : 

©in ©djauer fafjt mid), ®f)rane folgt ben Sfjranett, 
Sag ftrcnge ®e rj, eg fiifjtt fid) mitb unb lueidj ; 
SffiaS id) befifje, fel)’ id) tnie int SBeiten, 

Hub lung Uerfdiluanb, luirb mir ju SGBirttic^teiten. 
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And a long-unwonted yearning for that still, solemn 
spirit-realm takes hold upon me. ’Tis floating now 
in undefined tones, my murmuring lay, like the AHolian 
harp. A tremor seizes me; tear follows tear; the 
stern heart feels mild and soft; what I possess I see 
as if afar, and that which vanished turns to realities 
for me. 


SSorf^iel auf bcm 5Si)eater 

Btreftor. Z fccaterbi^ter. Cu fltge ^erfon. 

® iccitov. Sp Beibeit, bte ip mir fo oft 
Stt SKotl) unb Sriibfal beigeftanben, 

©agt, long ip toot)! in beutfdjen Snnben 
©on unfrer Untcrncptung Ijofft ? 

Sdj lounfdjte fep ber SUicuge 511 bepgett, 

©cfottberg toeit fie lebt unb leben Icifit. 

Bie 5|3foften finb, bie ©retter aufgef^Iagen, 

Hub jebermamt erioartet fid) ein geft. 

©ie fipn fdjoit, mit ppn Shtgcitbraunen, 

(Maffen bn unb mod)ten gent erftnunen. 

Qd) toeift, toie ntan ben ®eift beS ©olf§ berfopt, 
®od) fo tiertegeu bin id) nie gctuefen ; 

Qtttar finb fie an baS fflcfte nicfjt geloopt, 

Stttein fie fjobeu fcpedtid) biel geiefett. 

SBie rnacpn loir's, bafj alleS frifd) unb tteu 
Unb mit ©ebeutung and) gefaUig fet) ? 

Bcun freilid) mag id) gem bie SKcttge fepn, 

©knit fid) ber ©trotn ttadj unfrer ©ube brcingt, 

Unb mit gelonttig loieberpttcn 2Bef)cn 
©idl burd) bie enge ©nnbcuporte swiiugt, 

©ci pflent Bage, fd)ott oor ©ieren, 

SOJit ©tbpu fid) bi§ an bie Slaffe fid)t, 

Unb loie in .'puitgerSnotl) urn ©rot an ©adertpren, 

Um ein ©iltet fid) faft bie fpiitfe bridjt. 

0 
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PROLOGUE FOR THE THEATRE 


Manager. Dramatic Poet. Merry-Andrew. 

Manager. You two, who have so often stood by mo in 

need and tribulation, pray tell me what hopes you have 

of our undertaking in German lands ? I should like 

much to please the multitude, particularly because it 

lives and lets live. The posts, the boards, are put up, 

and every one looks forward to a feast. There they sit 

already, calm, with raised eyebrows, and would fain be 

astonished. I know how the spirit of the people is 

propitiated ; yet I have never been so embarrassed. 

True, they are not accustomed to the best, but they 

have read a terrible deal. How shall we manage it 

that all bo fresh and new, and, while significant, be 

pleasing also 1 For certainly I like to see the multitude 

when the stream presses towards our booth, and, with 

powerfully repeated throes, forces itself through the 

narrow gate of grace, — in broad daylight, ore yet it is 

four o’clock, — fights, with pushes, up to the pay-box; 

and, as in a famine at bakers’ doors for bread, almost 
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8 ©orffnel auf bcm Sweater 56-85 

®ieg SBunber luirlt auf fo Bcrfd)iebnc Seute 
®cr ®id)ter nur; mein grcunb, 0 t^ii’ c§ ijeute ! 

$i(i)tcr. £ fpridf) mir itidjt ooit jcncr bunten SJlettge, 

SBei beren Slnblid un§ bcr ©cift eutflieljt ! 60 

SSerpiUe mir bag tnogenbc ©ebrange, 

®a§ laiber SDSiHeit un8 311m ©trubel gietjt. 

Slein, fiiljre mid) jur ftitlen $immel8enge, 

SBo nur bcm ®id)ter reine greube bliiijt; 

SBo Sieb’ unb greunbfdjaft unfreS £>erjen§ ©egeit 65 
3 Jiit ©otterljnnb crfdjnffeit unb erpfiegcu. 

Sid) I ina§ iu tiefer SBruft ung bn eutfprungen, 

SBn§ fid) bie Sippe fdpidjtern UorgelaKt, 

SOtiffratpu jejjt unb jcfjt Biclleidjt getungen, 

S8erfd)iingt beg luitben Stugenblicfg ©cmalt. 70 

Oft, menu eg crft burdj Sol) 1 -'*: burdigebrungen, 

©rfcpint e8 iu nodenbeter ©eftadt. 

S®a§ glaiyt, ift fiir ben Stugenbtict geboren ; 

®a§ S(ed)te bteibt ber Siadjiueit uitBerlorcu. 

Suftigc UJcvfou. SBemt id) nur nicfjtS uoit 9 ?ad)luelt pren 

fottte ! 75 

©efejjt, bafs id) bon Stndjluelt reben loodte, 

2Ber mndjtc beitn ber SMtloclt ©pafj ? 

®en Witt fie bod) unb foil il)it l)aben. 

®ie ©egenluart Don einem bvauen Sfitaben 
3ft, bad)t’ id), immer aud) fd)oit loaS. 80 

Sfficr fid) bepgtid) mitjutpilen loeifi, 

$en toirb beg SSotfeg Saune uid)t erbittern ; 

@r luiinfd)t fid) eiueu grofjeit Slrei8, 

Um if)it getuiffcr 311 erfd)iittent. 

®runt fcib nur beau unb jeigt end) muftcrpft ; 
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breaks its neck for a ticket. This miracle, on people 
so various, the poet alone works : my friend, oh do it 
to-day ! 


Poet. Oh speak not to me of that motley multitude at 
whose aspect our spirit takes flight ! Veil from me the 
surging throng that draws us, against our will, to the 
vortex. No ! lead me to the quiet, heavenly nook, 
whore alone pure joy blooms for the poet; where love 
and friendship, with godlike hand, create and foster the 
blessings of our heart. 

Ah, what has there sprung forth in our deep breast, 
what the lip has shyly faltered out to itself — now 
having failed, and now perchance succeeded — the force 
of the wild moment swallows up ! Often not till it has 
made its way through years, does it appear in perfected 
form. What glitters is born for the moment; the 
genuine remains, unlost, to posterity. 

Merry-Andrew. If I could but hear nothing about pos- 
terity ! Suppose that I chose to talk about posterity, 
who would then make fun for contemporaries t Yet 
this they want, and ought to have it. The presence 
too of a clever fellow is always, I should think, surely 
something. He who knows how to impart himself 
agreeably, him the people’s caprice will not embittor; 
he desires a large circle, to agitate it the more certainly. 
Then do but try your best, and show yourself worthy 
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SBorffjiel nuf bem heater 


86-116 


fiagt fpgantafie, mit alien igren ©gbren, 

SBernunft, 83erftaub, ©rngfinbung, Scibenfrfjaft, 

®odj, merit eucg loogt 1 nicfjt ogne SRarrgcit gbren ! 
Sircito*. S3efoitbcrS aber lagt genug gefcgegitl 
2Jtan fommt 511 fdjau’n, man mill am Siebften fegn. 9 ° 
SDSirb UieteS Dor ben Slugen abgefponnen, 

©0 bag bie SUtenge ftauneitb gaffen fann, 

®a Ijabt tljr in ber SBreite gleidg geloonnen, 

3 gr jetjb ein bielgetiebter SUtann. 

®ie SOlaffe fount tf)r nnr bitrclj SOiaffe jtoingen, 95 

©in jeber fucfjt fief) enbficg feltift )ua§ auS. 

2Ber SBiefeS bringt, tuirb ntanegem ettuaS bringen ; 

Utib jeber geljt pfrieben au§ bem fpau§. 

©ebt it)r ein ©tiicf, fo gebt c§ gfeieg in ©tiicfeit ! 

©oleg ein 9tagout, e§ mug end; gtiiden ; 100 

Seicgt ift cS uorgefcgt, fo leidjt alS auSgebadjt. 

SBaS gitft’3, menu igr ein ©anjcS bargebradjt ! 

®a§ SJSubficum mirb c8 end) bod) jcrpfliiden. 

®irfjtcr. 3b r fiitjtet nid)t, mie fd)Ied)t ein foldjcS fjanbtuerf fet) ! 
2Bie menig baS bem adjteu Sitnftter jieme I io s 

®er faubern §erren SPfufcgerei 
3ft, ntert’ id), fdjon bei end) SOtaEime. 

®iec«tof. ©in foldjcr SSorimirf lafit mid) ungefranft ; 

©in SUtann, ber red)t 511 toirlcn benlt, 

9Jtug auf baS befte SDSerfjeng batten. 110 

Sebenft, if)t fjabet tocidjeS fpolj p flatten, 

Uub fet)t nnr gin, fiir men igr jcgreibt ! 

SBenn biefen Sangetucile treibt, 

Slommt jener fatt bom iibertifcfjten SJiagte, 

Unb, ma§ baS SUlerfdjtimmfte bteibt, “S 

©ar mand)er fommt bom Scfeu ber ^ournale. 
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of imitation. Let Fancy be heard with all her choruses, 
— Reason, Understanding, Feeling, Passion, but — mark 
me well ! — not without Folly. 

Manager. But, in particular, let there be enough inci- 
dent. People come to look, people like best to see. 
If much is spun off before their eyes, so that the 
multitude can gape astonished, then you have at once 
gained in breadth ; you aro a very popular man. You 
can only subdue the mass by mass. Each eventu- 
ally picks out something for himself. He who brings 
much will bring something to many a one, and every- 
body leaves the house content. If you give a piece, 
give it at once in pieces ! With such a ragoftt, you 
must succeed ; it is easily served up, as easily as in- 
vented. What boots it when you have presented a 
whole 1 The public will pick it to pieces for your 
pains. 

Poet. You feel not how base is such a trade ; how little 
that becomes tho true artist ! The bungling of these 
nice gentlemen is, I observe, already a principle with 
you. 

Manager. Such a reproach leaves mo unmortified. A 
man who moans to work properly must keep to the 
best tool. Consider, you have soft wood to split; and 
only look whom you aro writing for ! If ennui drivos 
this one, that one comes sated from a meal of too many 
dishes ; and, what remains the worst of all, full many a 
one comes from reading the journals. People hurry, 
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■©orffiicl nuf bent Sweatee 


i 17-147 


9 Jtou eilt gerftreut 311 un§, tote 311 ben 9 Jia§fenfeften, 

Unb Statgier nur beftiigelt jebcu ©dfritt; 

®ie ®ameit gebcit fief) nub itfren S] 3 ujs junt SBeftcit, 

Unb ffriclen otfne ©age rail. 120 

3 Bn§ trdumet il)r auf eurer ®id)terljol)e? 

SBa§ ntnd)t ein boHeS §nu§ end) frof) ? 

33 cfel)t bie ©ouncr in bet 9 tcif)c 1 
$afb finb fie fait, tfnlb fiitb fie rol). 

®er, nnd) bent ©djauffriel, l)offt ein ffiartenfpiel, 125 

®er einc luilbc 9 ind)t on cittcr ®itne SBufen ; 

2Bn§ fdngt il)t armen ®I)oren biel, 

$u fold)cnt 3loed, bie fjolbcit SUtufen ? 

Qd) fag’ end), gebt tint ntef)r unb iinntcr, intnter iitel)t, 

©0 fount il)t eud) bom $iele ttie beritren. 130 

©ud)t nut bie SDtotfdjen 311 bettoirreu, 

©ie 311 befriebigett ift fdjtoer — — 

3 Ba 3 feittt end) on ? ©ntgiiclung ober ©d)ntet3en ? 

® idjtcv. ©el)' i)iu unb fttd)' bit eiitett oubern S'ltcdjt I 
®et ®id)ter fodte ioof)t ba§ fjBdjftc 3 ted)t, 135 

®n§ SWenfcfjenredjt, bo§ if)nt Utatnr bergiinnt, 

Unt beinettbiffeu ftebentfid) berfdjergeit ! 

SBoburdj beiuegt er aftc £)et5eu ? 

SBoburd) befiegt er jebe§ ©lenient ? 

3ft eg bet ©infloug uid)t, bet nu§ bent SBufeit btiugt, 140 
Hub in feitt $et3 bie StBclt 3uritde fcfilingt ? 

SBenit bie SJtntur bed gnbettS elb’ge Scinge, 

@leid)giiltig bretjenb, nuf bie ©ftinbel sioiugt, 

SSentt after SOBefen unljarmou'fdje SJieuge 
SBerbriefflid) burd) eiunitbet ftingt, 145 

SBer tljcilt bie fliefjeub imntcr gtcid)e 9 Jeil)e 
SBelebcnb nb, bnfj fie fid) tf)t)tl)nti(d) regt ? 
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dissipated, to us as to masquerades, and curiosity alone 
wings every step. The ladies treat us to themselves 
and their finery, and play along with us, without pay. 
What are you dreaming about on your poetical height 1 
What is it, pray, that makes a full house merry 1 Look 
at your patrons closely ! Half are indifferent, half are 
coarse. One hopes for a game at cards after the play ; 
another, for a wild night on the bosom of a wench. 
Why for such an end do you poor fools plague much 
the gracious Muses 1 I tell you, only give more, and 
ever, ever more ; thus you can never be wide of your 
mark. Try only to mystify the people ; to content 
them is hard — what is coming over you 1 Rapture, or 
pain 1 


Poet. Begone, and seok for thyself another servant ! The 
poet, forsooth, is wantonly to trifle away for thy sake 
the highest right which Nature bestows upon him — 
the right of Man ! By what stirs he all hearts 1 By 
what subdues ho every olomont 1 Is it not the harmony 
which bursts from out his bosom, and winds back the 
world into his heart ? When Nature, spinning un- 
concernedly, forces the thread’s interminable length 
upon tho spindle, — -when the discordant multitude of 
all beings sounds sullenly in confusion, — who, vivify- 
ing, so disposes tho flowing, over-level series that it 
moves rhythmically 1 Who calls tho Individual to the 
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SBorffncl auf bent Sweater 


148-179 


SBer ruft bag ©injetne gur allgemcincn SBeitje, 

SBo eg in Ijerrlidjen Slccorbeit fddeigt? 

SBer liifjt ben ©turin 511 Seibettfdjafteit luiitljen ? 150 

Sag Slbettbrotl) tin eruften ©inne gTiitjn ? 

SBer fc^iittet atte ftf)fiiteit griiljliiiggbtutljeit 
9Iuf ber ©cliebtett $fabe I;iit ? 

SBer flidjt bie unbebeutenb griinen flatter 

Sunt ©iireniranj SBerbienfteit jcber Slrt ? 155 

SBer fidjert ben Dltjuip, Uereinet ©fitter ? 

Scg iDleiifdjeu Straft, int Sidjter offenbart. 

Suftiflc gicvfou. ©0 brandjt fie beint bie fd)Bnen Slrafte 
llnb treibt bie bidjt’rifdjcn ©efdjiiftc, 

SBie matt eiit Siebegabeittljeiter treibt! 160 

3nfcittig italjt man fid;, matt fiiljtt, man bleibt, 
llnb itad) 1111b 11 ad) luirb man Ucrflodjteit ; 

©g ludtf)ft bag ©liid, baitn luirb eg nugefod)tcit ; 

SJiait ift entjiidt, nun Jommt ber ©djnterj Ijerait, 

Unb et) man ftd)'g berfiei)t, ift’g ebeit eiit 31omau. 165 
Safit nitS attd) fo ein ©d)ntiff)iel gebeu I 
©reift nur t)inein ing nolle 9Jlenfd)citleben ! 

©in jeber lebt’g, nid)t biclett ift’g befaititt, 

Uttb luo itjr'g fiadt, bn ift'g intereffnnt. 

3it buitten SBilbcnt luenig SHdrtjeit, 170 

SSiel 3rrti)iint unb eiit giiitfdjeit. aSaljvljeit, 

@0 luirb ber befte Srant gebraut, 

Ser ade SBelt erquidt unb auferbaut. 

Samt fammelt fid) ber 3ugeitb fd)fiitftc S3liitl)e 

SBor eueriit ©piel unb taufd)t ber Dffeiibarung, 175 

Satin fnuget jcbeg gartlidje @emiitl)e 

Slug eiternt SBerf fid) ntelancfiot'fdje 9tal)rmtg, 

Sami luirb bnlb bieg, balb jeiteg aufgcregt, 

©in jeber fiet)t, lung er int ©ergeit tragt. 
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general consecration, where it strikes in glorious ac- 
cords t Who makes the storm to rage into passions, — 
the evening-red to glow in solemn mood 1 Who sheds 
down all fair spring-blossoms on the path of the be- 
loved 1 Who wreaths the unmeaningly green leaves 
into a garland of honour for merits of every kind 1 
Who ensures Olympus, brings gods together 1 The 
power of Man revealed in the Poet ! 


Merry-Andrew. Employ, then, these fine powers, and 
carry on your poetical affairs, as one carries on a love- 
adventure. Accidentally one approaches, one feels, one 
stays, and, little by little, one gets entangled. The 
happiness increases, — then it is disturbed ; one is en- 
raptured, — then comes on distress; and before one is 
aware of it, it is just a romance. Let us also so give 
a play. Do but grasp into the full life of man ! Every 
one lives it ; to not many is it known ; and wherever 
you grapple it, there it is interesting. Little clearness 
in motley images, much error, and a sparklet of truth, — 
thus is brewed the best beverage, which refreshes and 
edifies all the world. Then assembles youth’s fairest 
flowor to see your play, and listens to the revelation ; 
then every tondor soul sucks for itself melancholy 
nourishment out of your work; then one while this, 
and one while that, is stirred up; each sees what he 
carries in his heart. They are still equally ready to 
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SJorftml nuf bent Sweater 


180-210 


Sftod) fiitb fic gteid) bereit 511 lueincit uub ju ladjeit, 180 
©ie cljrcn nod) belt ©d) lining, erfreiteit fid) ant @d)eitt : 

2Bcr fertig ift, bent ift nid)t§ red)t 311 ntadjeit ; 

(Silt SDBerbeitbev luirb tinnier bnittbar feiit. 

®irfitcr. ©0 gieb mir and) bie 3etteu luteber, 

®a id) nod) felbft iiit SEerbeit luar, 185 

®a fid) eiit Ouett gebrangter Sicber 
Ununterbrodfen ttcu gebar, 

®a Slcbet mir bie 2 ScIt toerpllten, 

®ie Sinope SBiutber nod) Ucrffirad), 

®a id) bie taufenb ©lunteit brad), 190 

®ie aflc Spier reid)tid) fiitttcn ! 

8d) I)nttc nid)t®, 1111b bod) gcnitg : 

®eit ®raitg nad) SSatjrtjeit nnb bie Suft am ®ritg. 

®ieb liiigebcittbigt jeiie ®riebe, 

®a§ tiefe, fc^ittersenbolle ®tiid, 195 

®e§ §affe§ Siraft, bie SKadjt ber Siebe, 

©ieb nteiite Qttgeitb mir jitriicf I 
Sufttoc qjcvfon. ®er Sngenb, guter greuitb, bebarfft bn 
atteitfaltS, 

SBeitn bid) iit ©d)Iad)ten geinbe brSngen, 

2Bcitn ntit ©clualt ait beinen frnfe 200 

©id) aCCevtiebfte SJlabdjcit pngen, 

SCSemt fern beS fdjitetteit Saufeg ®ranj 
93 oiit fdjluer erreid)teit 3 iete luiitfet, 

SBeitit itad) bent fjeft’gcit SBirbeitans 
®ie S ( ldd)te fcf)ntanfeitb ntan bertrinfet. 205 

®od) ittS befamtte ©aitenffnel 
Pit Putt) 1111b Stitmnrtj eiitjngreifeit, 

3 lad) eiitem felbftgeftedten 3'el 
Pit [)olbent Srren Ijinjufcfjtoeifen, 

®a§, alte §ernt, ift eure ifSftidjt, 
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weep and to laugh ; they still honour your flights, are 
pleased with the glitter. Ho who is formed — him there 
is no satisfying ; one who is growing will always bo 
grateful. 


Poet. Then give me also back the times when I myself 
was still in growth ; when a fountain of crowded songs 
sprang freshly and unbrokenly forth ; when mists veiled 
the world from me,— the bud still promised wonders ; 
when I gathered the thousand flowers which filled 
profusely all the valleys ! I had nothing, and yet 
enough — the ardour for truth, and the pleasure in delu- 
sion. Give me those impulses untamed, the deep, pain- 
fraught happiness, the energy of hate, the might of love 
— give me back my youth ! 


Merry-Andrew. Youth, my good friend, you need, at 
all events, when foes press you hard in fights ; when the 
loveliest lasses hang by force upon your neck; when 
from afar the garland of the swift course beckons from 
the hard-won goal ; when, carousing after the impetuous, 
whirling dance, one drinks the nights away. But to 
strike the familiar lyre with spirit and grace, to sweep 
along, with sweet digression, towards a self-appointed 
aim, — that, old gentlemen, is your duty ; and wo honour 
B 
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$8orfl>ict auf bent fStjeatci* 


21 I-242 


Hub loir uereljrcn cud) barum uicfjt ntiitber. 

®a§ Sitter madjt nid)t tinbifdj, lute man foridjt, 

©§ fiubct itite ititr nod) ate ioaljrc fiinber. 

$ivcttov. ®er SSorte finb genug gelocdjfett ; 

Safjt midj and) enblid) Sljaten fetjn ! =15 

^ubejj il)v ©omfdiuteutc brcdjfelt, 

8nnn etluaS 3 f tii(jtid)c§ gefd)d)it. 

SSaS I)itft e§, bid bon ©timntung rcbcit ? 

®ent 3aubernbcu erfdjeint fie nie. 

©ebt if)r cud) einmat fiir i}3octcu, 220 

©0 contmanbirt bie $ocfie. 

@ud) ift bcfannt, lua3 lbir bebiirfeit, 

SS3ir Ibotteit ftart ©etriinte fd)Iiirfcn ; 

SRnu brant mir unbersiiglid) bran ! 

28aS Ijeute uid)t gefcf)iel)t, ift morgen uid)t gctl)an, 22 s 
Unb teincu Sag foH man berfmffen : 

®a§ 9Jtogtid)c foil ber @utfd)tufj 
S3el)ergt foglcid) beim ©diopfe faffeu ; 

@r mid e§ banit nid)t fat)rcit taffen, 

Unb luirfet loeiter, meil cr muff. 2 3° 

3I)r luifit, auf unfern bcutfd)cu Sidjiteu 
ifSrobirt ein jeber, load er mag ; 

®rum fcfjonet mir an biefem Sag 

iprofpecte nidjt unb nid)t SOtafd^iuen I 

©ebraudit ba§ grofj’ nnb fleiite $immctetidjt, 235 

®ie ©terne biirfet iljr berfd)tbcnbcn ; 

Slit HBaffer, geuer, getfcnioiiuben, 

Sin ®I)ier nub SSogelu fef)It e§ nid)t. 

@0 fd)reitct in bem cngcit !8retterf)au§ 

®cu ganjeu Sfrcte ber ©d)ityfung aite, =4° 

Unb luanbdt mit bebadjt’ger ©djuellc 
SSont .fjimmet bitrd) bie SBelt jur Suite l 
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you not tho less on that account. Old age does not 
make childish, as people say ; it oidy finds us still as 
true children. 

Manager. Enough of words have been interchanged ; let 
me in fine see deeds also ! Whilst you are turning com- 
pliments, something useful may be done. What avails 
it to talk much of inspiration 1 It never comes to him 
who tarries. If you once give yourselves out for poets, 
then command poetry ! It is known to you what we 
need — we want to sip strong drink ; now brew away at 
it immediately ! What is not doing to-day is not done 
to-morrow, and one should not let a day slip. Resolu- 
tion should boldly seize tho possible by the forelock at 
once ; she will then not lot it go, and works on because 
she must. You know, on our Gorman stages, every one 
tries what ho likes ; therefore on this day spare me 
neither scenes nor machinery. Use tho great and the 
little light of heaven ; you are free to squander the 
stars ; there is no lack of water, fire, rock-walls, beasts, 
and birds. So pace out, in the narrow plank-house, tho 
whole circle of creation j and travel, with considerate 
speed, from heaven, through the world, to hell ! 


Prolog tm ^)immcl 

®cv .<pcrv. Sic Jjfinmtifrtjcn Jpccrfrfjnarcu. 

3Jad;(Kt SDtcvWoVOctcS. 

Sic btci (Scjciiflct ircten doc. 

sinptjnci. Sic ©onne tout nadf; alter SDBeife 
Sn SBruberfotjaren SBettgefang, 

Unb itjre t>orgefdjriebne 9teife w 

SSottenbet fie wit Sonnergang. 

3t)V StnbKct giebt ben (Sngeln ©tarte, 

SDSenit tenter fie ergriiitbett wag; 

®ie nnbegreiftief) tjoljeit SSerte 

©inb tjerrlicf) tnie ant erften Sag. =s° 

otntiiict. Unb fctjuctt tinb unbegreiflidj fcfjncflc 
ffivctjt fief; timber ber (Srbe $racf)t ; 

(S3 tnedjfeft tparabiefe§f)etfe 
9Jtit tiefer fetjaueruotter -Jtadft ; 

(S3 fdfaiuut ba§ 3Jteer in breiten gliiffett 255 

9(nt tiefen ©runb ber getfen anf, 

Unb gets uttb SJieer tuirb fortgeriffen 
gn etuig fdjnetfem ©ptjarentauf. 
satirfjnct. Uttb ©tiirnte brattfeit tint bie SBette, 

S3 out SOiecr attfS Saab, bont Sattb attfS SOteer, 

Unb bitben wiitljenb cine ft'ette 

®er tiefften SfQirfung rings trotter. 
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260 


PROLOGUE IN HEAVEN 


The Lord. The Heavenly Hosts. Afterwards Mephistopheles. 

The Three Archangels come forward. 

RAPHAEL. The sun chimes in, after ancient fashion, with 
the rival song of his brother-spheres, and he accom- 
plishes his proscribed journey with thunder-course. His 
aspect gives strength to the angels, though none can 
fathom him. The inconceivably high works are glorious 
as on the first day. 


Gabriel. And swift, and inconceivably swift, the splen- 
dour of the earth revolves; the brightness of paradise 
alternates with deep, awful night. The sea foams up 
in broad streams against the deep base of the rocks ; 
and rock and sea are swept on in the eternally swift 
course of the spheres. 


Michael. And storms roar in rivalry from sea to land, 

from land to sea, and, raging, form a chain of deepest 
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ijirofog tut .^iutmct 


263-293 


®n ftamuit eiit bfijjeitbeg S 3 crf)ccrcit 
®ent ^Pfnbe tior beg ®ontter[d)fagg ; 

®od) bcinc Soteit, §err, bereljren 265 

®ag fanfte SGSattbcfn beiitcg ©agg. 

3 « $vci. ®er StnBticE gieBt ben ©ugetit ©tcirfe, 

®a leiiter bidj ergriiitben mag, 

Hub nHe beiitc f)oljen SScrfe 

©tub fjcrrfid), loie am crfteit ©ag. 270 

s»ic(»f)iftovi)c[cs. ®a bit, o §crr, bid) ciuutnf luiebet itafjft, 
Unb fragft, lute atteg fief) Bei ltttg Befiubc 
Uub bit mief) fonft gcinofjnficf) gcrue fafjft, 

©0 fief)ft bu mid; and) miter bem ©efittbe. 

SSergeil), id) fault nid)t IjoI)e SBorte madjeit, 275 

Unb loemt ntid) and) ber ganje Sfreig Oerf)of)iit ; 

SJfein ipatfjog Brcic^te bid) geluif) 311111 2 ad)eit, 

§iitt'ft bn bir nidjt bag 2ad)eit abgeluof)iit. 

SSoit ©01111’ mtb SSkftcn toeifj id) niefjtg 311 fagen, 

3d) fetje nur, mie fid) bie SKenfcfjen fifagcit. 280 

®er Ifeiue ©ott ber SBcft BleiBt ftetg Don gfeid)ent ©cf)fag, 
Unb ift fo ttmitberfid), afg loie am erften ©ag. 

©in lueitig Beffer loiirb’ er leBeit, 

§att’ft bn ifjm uid)t ben ©d)citi beg $immefgficfjt§ gegeben ; 
@r neititt’g SBernunft 1111b brattcfjt'g affein, 285 

STinr tf)ierifd)er afg jebeg ©flier 311 fetjn. 

©r fcfjeiitt mir, mit 33 erfau 6 non ©In. ©iiaben, 

SSJie cine ber tangbciitigeit ©icaben, 

®ie immer ffiegt nnb ffiegeitb fpringt 

Unb gteief) int ©rag ifjr afteg 2 icbd)cit fingt ) 29O 

Unb lag’ er nur nod) immer itt bem ©rafel 

3« jebcit Ouarf BegrciBt er feiite Sftafe. 

®ci- ©cvr. ipaft bu mir lueiter uicfjtg 311 fageit V 
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operation all around. There, a flashing desolation flames 
before the path of the thunder-clap ; but thy messengers, 
Lord, revere the gentle wending of thy day. 


The Three. The sight gives strength to the angels, 
though none can fathom thee ; and all thy high works 
are glorious as on the first day. 


Mephistopheles. Since thou, Oh Lord, drawest nigh 
once more, and askost how all is going on with us, and 
didst generally on other occasions see mo with pleasure, 
therefore thou soost me also among the household. 
Excuse mo, I cannot use lofty language even though 
the whole circle mocks mo. My pathos would certainly 
bring thee to laughter, hadst thou not left off laughter. 
I have nothing to say about sun and worlds ; I only see 
how men are plaguing themselves. The little god of 
the world remains always of the same stamp, and is as 
strange as on the first day. Ho would live a little 
better hadst thou not given him the gleam of heaven’s 
light; he calls it lieason, and uses it only to he moro 
brutish than any brute. He seems to me, with your 
Grace’s leave, like one of the long-legged grasshoppers, 
which over flies, and flying springs, and presently sings 
in the grass its old ditty — and would ho but lio always 
in the grass 1 Ho pokes his nose into overy mess. 


The Loud. Hast thou nothing else to say to mo 1 Comost 
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tprolog iitt .£tmmel 


=94-319 


Somntft bit nur immer anjuftageu ? 

3 ft auf bet ©rbe etnig bir nicEjtS rec^t ? 295 

Stein, gerr 1 id} finb’ eg bort, tnie immer, 
tjerjticf) fdjtedft. 

®ie SOtenfcficn bauertt mid; in if;rett Qantmertagen ; 

3 cf) mag fogar bie nrmcn fetbft uidjt gtageit. 
fpcw. S'enitft bu ben Sauft? 

SRepljiftapIjeleg. ®cit®o!tor? 

$et ®ctr. SReinen Suecfjt I 

sotcvtiiftovdsies- 3 touat;r ! er bient cud; auf befonbre 
Sfficife. 3 °o 

9 M;t irbifd; ift beg ®f)oren ®ranf nod; ©fieife. 

3 I;it treiBt bie @at;rung in bie Sente ; 

@r ift fid; feiner ®ottt;cit Ijalb beroujjt : 

SSom gintmct forbert er bie fdjBnften ©terne, 

Unb Don ber ©rbe jebe I;od)fte Suft, 30s 

Hub atte Stal;’ unb aHe Sente 
SBefriebigt uid|t bie tiefbeloegte SBruft. 

®cv .‘peer. SBentt er mir jefet and; nur oenoorrett bient, 

©0 toerb’ idj i(;it Batb in bie SHarljeit fuEjrett. 

SKSetfj bocf) ber ©artuer, loenn bag SSauntdjen griint, 310 
®afj SBtiitt;’ unb Snid;t bie fiiuft’gen Qatjre jieren. 
a»eHtf*iM)t)ete 8 . S 3 ag loettet it;r? ben fottt i(;r noefi ber< 
lieren, 

SCBenn it;r mir bie ©rlaubitif; gebt, 

3 f)it nteine ©trafje fad;t gu fiit;ren ! 

®cr ©err. ©o tang’ er aitf ber ©rbc tebt, 31s 

©0 (attge fet; bir’g nid^t oerboten. 

©g irrt ber SJtenfd) fo tang’ er ftrebt. 
tui c© 0 1 fi 0 © i> c ic@. ®a ban!’ id; eud; ; benn mit belt ®obten 
gab’ id; mid; niematg gent befattgen. 
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thou always only to accuse 1 Is nothing on earth ever 
right to thee 1 

Mephistopheles. No, Lord! I find things there, as 
ever, extremely bad. Mankind, in their wretched days, 
move my pity. I would even fain not plague the poor 
creatures myself. 

The Loud. Knowest thou Faust 1 

Mephistopheles. The doctor 1 

The Lord. My servant ! 

Mephistopheles. Verily, ho serves you in peculiar 
fashion ! Not earthly is the fool’s drink nor food. The 
ferment [of his spirit] impels him towards the distant. 
He himself is half aware of his madness. From heaven 
he demands the fairest stars, and from earth, every 
highest pleasure; and all the near and all the far 
contents not his deeply-stirred breast. 

The Lord. Though now lie serves me but confusedly, I 
shall soon lead him into light. Surely, the gardener 
knows, when the small tree greens, that blossom and 
fruit will deck the coming years. 

Mephistopheles. What will you wager 1 You shall 
lose him yet, if you give mo leave to lead him gently 
my way. 

The Lord. So long as he lives on the earth, so long be 
it not forbidden thee ! Man errs as long as he strives. 

Mephistopheles. There I thank you ; for I have never 
willingly had to do with the dead. I like full, fresh 
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'•jitofog tin .£immd 


320-349 


Stm nieifteu fieb’ id) mir bie OoHeit, frifdjen SBaitgeit. 320 
gitr eiiteit Scidjitant Bin icf» itidjt 30 §nug ; 

SJtir geljt eg, tuie bet S?n|)c ntit bet SOtaitg. 

Jpcfr. Stmt gut, eg jet; bit uBctlnjfeit ! 

8ief)’ biejctt ®eift uoit fciiicnt Urguett nb, 

Unb fiitjr’ il;it, fniutft bit iljii etfajfen, 325 

Stuf bciitem SBegc nut Ijerab, 

Unb jteiy bejcfjciiut, menu bit befeititeit utiijjt : 

Silt guter SOtcitfd) iit jeiitent buitfelit ®raitgc 
Qft fid; be§ redjteit SBegeg loot)! beloujjt. 
ancobiftonijcics. ©djoitgut! nut bauctt c§ iticfjt tnitge. 33° 
3 )tit ift fiit nicitte SDSctte gar uid)t bnitgc. 

SSemt id) 311 ntciucnt Qlucc! gelnitgc, 

(Srtaubt it)t ntit ®riuinf>i) nitg Holler SBrnft. 

©taub foil er frcffeit, mtb ntit Soft, 

SBie nteiitc 3 )tid)nie, bie beriilfmte ©djfange. 33s 

®cv Jpccr. ®it barfft and) ba nut frci erfdjeinett ; 

3d) I)abe beiiieg ®feidjcit nic gcl;a^t. 

SBoit atlen ©ciftctit, bic Oeriteitteit, 

3ft mir bet < 3 d)df ant tocuigfteit gut Snft. 

®eg SJtenfdjeit ®[)iitigfcit faint aft3ideid)t erfcfjlaffett, 34° 
(Sr tiebt fid) bntb bic itnbebiugte 3 tnt)’ ; 

®runt gcb’ id) gent iljnt belt ©efeUeit 311, 

®et - reijt mtb toirft, uitb tnitf), ntg ®eitfet, fd)affen. 

®od) it)t, bie (id)tcit ®btterfbt)nc, 

Srfreut cud) bet lebeitbig teicfjeit ©d)Bite ! 34s 

®ng SBerbeitbe, bag cluig toirft mtb tebt, 

Umfaff cud) mit bet Siebc Ijotbeit ©djrnufeit, 

Unb lung iit fdjloatifenber CStfrfjeiitiiug fdjtoebt, 

Sefeftiget ntit bnuetitbeit ®ebaufeit I 

(®er <§immcl faliejH, tic Svjcnget vcvtfjeilen ficfy.) 
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cheeks the host. I am not at home to a corpse. I am 
like the cat with the mouse. 


The Lord. Well then, bo it left to thee ! Draw away 
this spirit from his fountain-head, and lead him, if thou 
canst seize him, downwards with thee on thy way ; and 
stand abashed when thou art forced to own, — a good 
man in his dark aspiration is still conscious of the right 
way. 

Mepiiistopheles. Agreed ! only it will not last long. 
I am not at all anxious about my wager. If I gain my 
end, allow mo a triumph with my whole soul. Dust 
shall he eat, and with zest, like my cousin, the renowned 
serpent. 


The Lord. There also thou mayst act quite freely. I 
have never hated tho like of thee. Of all the spirits 
who deny, the waggish knave is tho least burdensome to 
me. Man’s activity can all too easily relax; he soon 
grows fond of absolute repose for himself ; therefore I 
willingly give him a companion who stirs and works, 
and must, as devil, bo doing. But ye, true sons of the 
gods, rejoice in tho livingly rich beautiful ! Lot that 
which is passing into new being, which ever works and 
lives, encompass you with tho gracious bounds of love ; 
and that which floats in wavering appearance, do ye 
make fast with enduring thoughts ! 

( Heaven closes , the Archangels disperse.) 
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350-353 


a«ct)()iftov()ctc8 ((iflciit). S3on Beit 511 Qctt )cf)' id) belt 2Uteit 
gem, 35° 

Hub I)iite mid), titit ifjni 311 brcdjctt. 

(£3 ift gar Ijiibjd) Doit cittern grofteit |terrtt, 

(So ntcttjdjlidj ittit bent Snifel |ctbft 311 faredjett. 
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Mephistopiieles (alone). From time to time I like to see 
the Ancient One, and am careful not to break with him. 
It is quite handsome of a great Lord to speak so kindly 
with the devil himself ! 


£>er ^ragobte crfter &|)eil 


t 

^ a it ft (in eiitcm ^c^getvoibtcn, engen, gotf;ifcf;en 3immcc untutyig auf fcinent 
<3cffel am ^uttc). 

§abe nun, ncT) ! ^pijitofoptjie, 

Quriftcrei unb SDtebiciit, 353 

Uitb leiber au d) SEtjcoIogie 

®nrd|aite ftubirt, utit Ijcifjeiu S 3 emitf)'it. 

®a ftetj’ id) mm, id) arnter ®t)or ! 

Unb but fo ftug, ate luie 3uuor ; 

$eif)e SOtagifter, tjcijje ®ottor gar, 360 

llnb jielje fd;oit au bie gel;eit Qatjr, 

§eraitf, tyerab, unb quer uitb trutnrn, 
ajlcitte ©djiiter ait ber 9 tafc (jenuu — 

Unb fcfje, bafj luir uidjt§ luiffeit tinmen I 

®a§ luiti ntir jcfiier ba§ iperj Uerbrenueit. 365 

3tuar bin id; gefdjeibter ate atte bie Caffeit, 

®o!toreit, 3 Jtagiftcr, ©djreiber uitb SJSfaffen ; 

SKid) plageit fciite ©crupel nod) 3'oeifel, 
giirdjte mid) lueber Uor §pKc itodj ®eufet — 

®afiir ift ntir and) atte greub’ entriffen, 370 

SBilbe ntir nidjt eiit, luaS 9 led)te 311 tuiffen, 

S 3 tlbe ntir nidjt etu, id) fSuiitc tua§ tetjren, 

®ie SJtenfdjen 311 beffent uitb 311 befetjrcii. 

Stud) fjab’ idj lueber ©ut itodj ©clb, 
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FIRST PART OF THE TRAGEDY 


Faust’s Study, (i) 


Night. In a high-vaulted, narrow , Gothic chamber, 
Faust on his seat at the desk, restless. 


Faust. I have now, alas, studied thoroughly, with ardent 
effort, philosophy, jurisprudence, and medicine, and, sad 
to say, theology too. Hore stand I now, poor fool that 
I am, and am just as wise as before. I am called 
Magister, am even called Doctor; and for these ten 
years past havo boon leading my pupils about by the 
nose, up, down, across, and awry — and see that wo can 
know nothing ! That is almost enough to burn up my 
heart. True, I am cleverer than all tho fops, doctors, 
magistcrs, clerks, and priests. No scruples or doubts 
plague me ; I fear neither hell nor devil. On the other 
hand, all joy is torn from me. I do not fancy that I 
know anything out of tho common way ; 1 do not fancy 
that I could toach anything to bettor and to convert 
mankind. Moreover I have neither goods nor money, 


32 


8«*f * 


375-403 


Sftodj ®ijr' uub $crriid)feit ber SCSctt ; 375 

@§ mod)te lent §mtb fo tcinger te&en ! 

®nmt t)nb’ id) mid) ber SJtngic ergebett, 

Ob mir burd) ®eifte§ Srcift uub 8Runb 
Sftidjt utaudj ©eljeimnif) luiirbe fuitb ; 

®afj id) uid)t ittel)r, mit fauernt ©djtoeifj, 3 S 0 

Su fagcn brattdie, tua§ id; uid)t lueifs ; 

®af) id) crfemte, luctS bie SDBett 
3m guuerften gufammenljSlt, 

©d)au’ atie 5E3irfcit§frnft uub ©amen, 

Uub t£)u’ uid)t nteljr in Shorten Irantcn. 385 

O fcit)ft bit, Boiler 9)toitbeitfd)ein, 

Sunt lefetenmat attf uteine ^Sein, 

®en idi fo ntaudje SJtitternadjt 
Sin bicfeiu $ult i)crangcload)t : 

®ann iiber SBiidjcrtt uub Ropier, 390 

®riibfet’ger grettttb, erfd)icitft bit ntir 1 
9lcf) I fount’ id) bod) auf 93ergc§[)oI)’n 
Qn beiitent liebett Sidite get)u, 

Unt 33erge§I)oi)Ie mit ® eiftern fd)loeben, 

9Iuf SBicfen in beinem ®ammer toebeit, 39 s 

SSoit ntlem SBiffenSquatm enttaben 
Q it beineut ®ijatt gefuttb titid) babett 1 

2M) I fted' id) in bettt Setter nod) ? 

58erflud)te3, butitpfeS SJtauerlcd), 

SD3o fetbft baS liebe fjimntefelidit 4°° 

®ri'tb burd) gentalte ©d)eiben bridjt I 
SBefdjranft mit biefem S3ud)eri)auf, 

®ett SBiirmer ttagen, ©taub bebecft. 
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nor honour and grandeur of the world. No dog would 
like to live thus any longer ! Therefore I have devoted 
myself to magic — whether through the spirit’s power 
and voice many a mystery might not become known to 
me, so that no more, with bitter sweat, I need say that 
which I do not know ; that I may perceive what holds 
the world together in its inmost core, behold all working 
energy and germs, and deal no more in words. 


Oh that thou, full moonlight, wort looking for the last 
time upon my anguish, whom I so many a midnight 
have watched for at this desk ! Then, over books and 
paper, melancholy friend, didst thou appear to mo. Ah, 
would that I could walk in thy dear light on mountain- 
heights, hover with spirits around mountain-caves, move 
over meadows in thy glimmer, and, released from every 
fume of knowledge, bathe and he healed in thy dew ! 


Woe ’s me ! do I still stick in this dungeon 1 — accursed, 
musty, dingy hole! — where even the dear light of 
heaven breaks dimly through painted panes — hemmed 
in by this heap of books, which worms gnaw, dust 
c 
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404-431 


Sen, big mt’S Ijofjc ©cmotb' Ijinanf, 

©in angernnd)t S|5ni)icr ltmftcclt ; 

StRit ©tcifent, Sndjfen ringg umfteltt, 

3Jtit gnftrnmcntcn Uottgepfropft, 

Uroater §nn§ratl) brciu gefto^ft — 

®a§ ift beine SOScIt I bag f)eifjt cine 2Mt ! 

Unb fragft bn nod;, tnarurn beiit §erj 
©id; bang in beinent Sitfcit ficnunt ? 

SBarunt ciit nnerftarter ©djntcrj 
®ir aHe Sebengrcgmtg Ijemnit ? 

©tatt bcr Icbcnbigcn SRatur, 

®a ©ott bie SDienfdien jdjuf fjinein, 

Umgiebt in 9tnnd) nnb SKobcr nnr 
®id) ®f)iergeri|)f>’ nnb ®obtcnbein. 

gtielj’ ! 2faf 1 $inan§ in§ tueitc Saitb ! 

Unb bie§ geljeinmifmofle SBudj, 

Son SdoftrabamuS’ eigner $anb, 

3ft bit e§ nidjt ©etcit genug ? 

©rfenneft bann ber ©tcrne Sauf, 

Unb toenn Katur.bidj untertneift, 

®ann geljt bie ©eetenfraft bit anf, 

SOBie jpridjt eiit ©cift 511m anbent ©eift. 

Untfonft, baft trodneS ©innen Ijicr 
®ie fjeil'gen 3eidjett bit erltcirt : 
gftr fdjloebt, Ujr ©eifter, itebcn mir ; 

Stnttnortct mir, inenn itjr mid) £>5rt ! 

(Sc fctylfigt ba8 JBud; auf, unb cvbticf t ba$ 3eid;cn beS 9Jiafvofo3n»u8. ) 

§a 1 loetdje SBonne fliefjt in biefem Slid 
2(uf eimnat mir bnrd) aUe meine ©iitnen ! 
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covers; round which, up to the high vault, sticks a 
besmoked paper ; encircled with glasses, boxes ; full- 
crammed with instruments ; ancestral furniture stuffed 
in — that is thy world ! That is called a world ! 


And dost thou still ask why thy heart becomes cramped, 
uneasy, in thy bosom 1 — why a vague pain checks every 
motion of thy life 1 Instead of the living nature into 
which God fashioned man, around thee are only brutes’ 
skeletons and dead men’s bones, in smoke and mould. 


Fly ! Up ! Out hence into tho wide world ! And this 
mysterious book from Nostradamus’ own hand, is it not 
companion enough for thee 1 Then wilt thou discern 
tho course of the stars, and, if Naturo instruct thee, 
then tho soul’s strength will rise up, enabling thee to 
know how one spirit speaks to another spirit. ’Tis vain 
that dull poring here expounds to thee the holy signs ! 
Ye are hovering, ye spirits, near mo ; answer me, if ye 
hear mo ! 

(He opens the book, and perceives the sign of the Macrocosm. ) 

Ah, what dolight flows at once through all my senses at 
this sight ! I feel youthful, holy life-joy run, newly 
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432-459 


Qd) fittjte fungeS, Ijcil’geS SebenSgtiid 
9teugliif|eitb mir bttrd) Sfeb’ mtb Slbern rinnett. 

Sar e§ cin ©ott, ber biefe Seid)en fdjrieB, 

®ie mir bnS inure ®oben ftitteit, 435 

®a§ nrme £erj mit greube futteit. 

Hub, mit gdjeimitifjuollem ®rieb, 

®ie ffrdfte ber gtatur rings uni mid) Ijer enttjiitlcu ? 

23 in id) ein ©ott? SOtir luirb io tid)tl 

Qd) fdjeut' in biefett reinen 8u0«t 44° 

®ie mirfettbe Stntur nor nteiner Oeete tiegeit. 

gefet erft erfettn’ id), tuaS ber SBeife ^ridjt : 

„®ic ©eifterloelt ift ititfit oerfdjtoffcu ; 

®eiu ©inn ift 311, bein §01-3 ift tobt ! 

Stuf ! babe, ©filter, unt>erbroffeit 445 

®ie irb'fd)e SBruft int SSKorgeurott) I" 

((Sr W<(>.iut baa 3cidicn.) 

SBie nileS fid) 311111 ©nu3en luebt ! 

©inS in bent Stubern loirlt mtb lebt ! 

SBie jpimmelsfrafte nuf unb nieber fteigen 

Unb fief) bie gotbnen ©inter reidjett I 45° 

gjiit fegenbuftenbenb @d)hringen 

S80111 §tmmei bttrd) bie ©rbe brittgett, 

$nrmoitifd) nil’ bn§ 901 burrfjf tingen 1 

3 Bctd) ©djaufpiet 1 aber ad) ! ein ©c^attfpiel ttur 1 
So faff id) bief), uiienbtic^e SJiatur ? 455 

©ud), SBritfte, tuo ? 3 f)r Oueflen aCteS SebenS, 

Sin beitett fpintmei unb ©rbe fyciitgt, 

®af)itt bie meile SBruft fid) brangt — 

3 i)r queUt, if>r trfinlt, unb fd)in«d)t’ id) fo bergebettS ? 

(ffiv fc^Wgt Ultimate bus Slid; 11111, un<> erblitft M 3 tid;en beS (Srbgrifiea. ) 
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glowing, through nerves and veins. Was it a god that 
traced these signs, which still my inward storm, fill my 
poor heart with gladness, and unveil, with mysterious 
power, the forces of Nature round about me 1 Am I a 
god ? — my vision grows so clear ! I see, in these pure 
lines, Nature in action lie before my soul. Now, for 
the first time, I discern what the sage says : 1 The world 
of spirits is not closed ; thy sense is shut, thy heart is 
dead ! Up, disciple, bathe, untired, thy earthly breast 
in the red of dawn ! ’ 

{He contemplates tlic sign.) 


How everything weaves itself into the Whole ! Each in 
the other works and lives ! How heavenly powers 
ascend and descend, and pass one another the golden 
pails, — press, with bliss-exhaling wings, from heaven 
through earth, — ring harmoniously, all through the 
All! 


What a spectacle ! but ah, a spectacle only ! Where shall 
I grasp thee, infinite Nature t Ye breasts, where t Ye 
sources of all life, on which hang heaven and earth, 
towards which the withered breast presses — ye gush, ye 
give to drink, and am I thus languishing in vain 1 

{lie /urns over the leaves of the book indignantly , and perceives 
the sign of the Earth-Spirit.) 
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460-485 


SCSte attberg tuirft bieS Setdfett aitf mtcfj cin ! 46° 

$u, ©eift ber ©rbe, bift mir ltcilfer; 

©cT;on fitljl’ id) meine SMfte pt)cr, 

©djon gtiit)’ id) tuie Doit neuent 2 Bcin ; 

3 d) fiiljte SOtutlj, ntid) in bic SQSett 311 tuageit, 

Scr ©rbe 2 M), ber ©rbe ®liid 311 tragen, 4 fi s 

SJJlit ©tiirmen mid) Ijerumjufdjlagen, 

Uttb in bcS ©djiprudjs SMrfdjen nid)t 311 jagen. 

@§ wotft fid) iiber mir — 

Ser SOloitb Uerbirgt feiu Sidjt — 

Sie Santpe fdjiuinbet I 47° 

©g bampft ! — ($3 3itdcn rotfje ©tral)tcn 

SJlir nut bag .fjnnpt — ©g meljt 

©in ©djaner tiont ©ctuotb’ Ijerab, 

iXnb fafjt ntid) an I 

3d) fiiljt’S, bn fdpebft nnt ntid), erfCefjter ®eift I 47s 

©ntijufte bid) ! 

§a ! iuie’g in meinem §er3en vcif 3 t I 
3u neueit ©efpteit 
9 W ttteitte ©imtc fid) ertuiiljlen I 

3d) fiiljte gaits mein .fpers bir Ijingegebeti ! 480 

Sit ittnfjt ! bn mnfft 1 uttb f oftet’ eg ntcitt Cebett ! 

(fit fafit ba« fflutfi, imb fpric^t tins 3ticf>eii be3 ®ci|te8 gtfjeimnisMlI au8. S3 
jucft eiiic rotI)lic$c ffCamme, bee CJcift erfetyeint in feer Slanime.) 

©ctft. 233er rnft mir? 

3 «uft (a6gfU)enbet). ©d)redlidie§ ®efid)t 1 
©ctft. ®n §aft midj ntnd)tig attgesogen, 

9 ltt ttteittcr ©pare tang’ gefogett, 

Uttb mm - - 


8 a a ft. 


S3el) ! id) ertrag' bid) itidjt I 
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How differently this sign affects me ! Thou, Spirit of 
the Earth, art nearer to me ! Already I feel my 
energies higher ; already I glow as with new wine ; 1 
feel courage to venture into the world, — to hear the 
earth’s woe, the earth’s weal ; to wrestle with storms, and 
not to tremble in the shipwreck’s crash. Clouds gather 
over mo— the moon hides her light — the lamp dies away! 
Vapours arise ! — Red beams dart around my head — a 
horror wafts down from the vault, and seizes mo ! I feel 
it, — thou art hovering round me, prayer-compelled 
Spirit ! Reveal thyself ! Ha ! what a tearing in my 
heart ! All my senses are upstirring to new feelings ! 
I feel my whole heart surrendered to thee ! Thou 
must — thou must — and though it cost my life ! 

(He seizes the booh, ami pronounces mysteriously the sign of the 
Spirit. A red flame flashes ; the S PI RIT appears in the flame. ) 


Spirit. Who calls to me 1 


Faust ( turning aunty). Terrible vision ! 


Spirit. Thou hast mightily drawn mo, long sucked at my 
sphere, and now — 


Faust. Woe’s me! I endure thee not ! 
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© c » ft. ®n fleljft cratljmenb, ntid; 311 fdjauen, 

SMtte ©timnte jit fjiiren, mein Slntlifc 311 fc£)it ; 

9 JM; lteigt beiit ntnd;tig ©eelcttflelfn : 

®a Bin id; I SBeld; erBarmlid; ©ratten 

Safjt UcBermeitfd;en bicfj ! 2 Bo ift ber ©cele SRuf ? 490 

2 Bo ift bie SSutft, bie cine SBelt in fid; crfd;nf 
Unb trng unb t;egte, bie mit grcitbeBeBctt 
Srfd^uoH, fid; nn§, ben ©eifterit, gleid; 311 IjeBett ? 

2Bo Bift bu, gnnft, beg ©timme ntir erflang, 

$er fid; an mid; mit Oden Straften braitg ? 495 

©ift bn c§, ber, non nteinent $and; iimtnittert, 

S't alien SeBenStiefeit gittert. 

Sin fnrd;tfam lueggcfriimmtcr 28 nrm ! 

ffmift. ©off id; bir, SInntmenbiIbnng, tueidjen ? 

Sd; Bin’S, Bin g-anft, Bin beineS ®(eid;eit I 500 

©cifi. Sit 8eBens>fIntt;en, im ®I;atenftnnn 
SSatt’ id; auf 1111b aB, 

2Be(;e I;iit unb I;er I 
©cBnrt unb ©raB, 

Sin eluigesp SDteer, 505 

Sin lued;fclitb SBeBett, 

Sin gliifienb SeBctt, 

©0 fd;aff’ id; ant fattfeitbeit 2Be6ftnf;I ber Suit, 
llttb inirfe ber ©ottI;eit tebeitbigcS ffleib. 

! 5 a« ft. ®er bn bie incite SSJett ninfd;lueifft, 510 

@efd;iiftiger ©eift, tuie not; fii!;f idj mid; bir ! 

© c t ft. ®u gleid;ft bent ©eift, ben bn Begreifft, 

9 tid;t ntir 1 (Q 3 erfct;iuinbet.) 

Smt ft (jiifammenftufjenb). 9 tid;t bir ? 

Sffiem bemt ? 5IS 
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Spirit. Thou prayest, panting, to behold mo, to hear my 
voice, to see my face ; thy mighty soul-entreaty bends 
me : hero am I ! — What pitiful terror seizes thee, the 
superhuman being 1 Where is the soul’s call ? Where 
is the breast which created in itself a world, and bore 
and fostered it, — which swelled, with tremors of joy, to 
lift itself to a level with us, the spirits 1 Where art 
thou, Faust, whose voice rang to mo, — who pressed 
towards me with all his energies 1 Art thou he 1 thou 
who, fanned around by my breath, tremblost in all the 
depths of life, a timidly writhing worm ! 


Faust. Shall I yield to thee, Shape of Flame t I am he, 
am Faust, am thine equal ! 


Spirit. In the tides of life, in the storm of action, I wave 
up and down, waft hither and thither ! Birth and 
grave, an eternal sea, a changeful weaving, a glowing 
life — thus I ply at the whirring loom of time, and work 
the living garment of the Deity ! 


Faust. Thou who rovest about the wide world, busy 
Spirit, how near I feel myself to thee ! 

Spirit. Thou art like the spirit whom thou comprohendest, 
— not mo ! ( Vanishes.) 


Faust ( collapsing ). Not thee ! Whom then 1 I, image of 


42 


i$««f * 


516-543 


3d), ©Denbilb ber ©ottljeit 1 

Hub uidjt eintnat bir ! (@8 flonft.) 

D ®ob I idj femt’S — bn§ ift mein gamutug — 

©3 tuirb mein fd)oufte 3 ©liicE 311 nidjte ! 

®njj biefe gillie ber ©efid)te 520 

®cr trodue ©djtcidjer fifirett mug ! 

'iOfiflitcr, im -Sc^tafrotfc unb ber Sftactytmiityc, cine Sampc in bev £anb. 
ffaufl njenbet fttb umuiflig. 

aasnnucv. aSerjeiljt, idj I)fir’ end) bcclamiren; 

3 t)r Inf’t gcluijj eiu ®ried)ifd) ®rauerff>iel V 
3n biefer SDnuft ntod)t’ id) loa§ ^rofitiren, 

®entt i)eut 311 ®nge tuirlt ba§ Diet. 525 

3 d) f)n£>’ e§ ofter^ ridjmeu Ijorcit, 

(Sin Somobiant Count’ eineit tpfarrer teljren. 

Sauft. 3 <>/ tnenn ber iJSfarrer eiit SomiSbiaitt ift; 

SBic bn§ bemi luot)l 311 Seitcn fontmen mag. 

sroonnev. 2tcf( I menu man fo in feiit SJlufenm gelmuut ift, 530 
Hub fiet)t bie SBett fanm einen geiertag, 

Staum burd) ein gernglaS, itur non tueiten, 

2Bie foil man fie buref) Uebcrrcbmtg teiten ? 

Sau ft. SBcmt iljr ’8 itid)t fiiljtt, itjr tucrbet’S nid)t erjagen, 
28 enn e 3 nidit au§ ber ©ccle bringt, 535 

Unb. ntit nrtrftftigein S 3 cf)agcn 
®ie $er3cn niter ©Brer 3tuingt. 

©ijjt itjr nur imntcr I Scimt sufantmen, 

S3raut ein 9lagout non nnbrer ©dmtnn§, 

Unb blnf't bie fiimmerlidjeu glammen 54° 

SIu§ euertn 91 fd)cul)(iufd)eu ’raitS ! 

SBclumtbrung non Slinbern unb SIffen, 

SBemt cud) bnrundj ber ©aunten ftcljt ; 
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the Deity, — and not even thee ! ( A knock.) Oh death ! 
I know it — that is ray famulus — my fairest fortune 
comes to nought ! That the dry groveller must disturb 
this fulness of visions ! 

(Wagner, in his dressing-gown and night cap, a lamp in his 
hand. Faust turns round, displeased.) 


Wagner. Excuse me ! I hear you declaiming ; you were 
surely reading a Greek tragedy 1 I should like to pick 
up something in this art, for nowadays it has a great 
affect. I have often heard say, an actor might instruct 
a parson. 


Faust. Yes, if the parson is an actor ; as may indeed 
happen now and then. 


WAGNER. Ah, when one is thus confined to one’s study, 
and hardly sees the world on a holiday — hardly through 
a telescope, only from afar — how is one to lead it by 
persuasion 1 


Faust. If you do not feel it, you will not got it by hunting 
for it, — if it docs not rush from the soul, and compel the 
hearts of all hearers with intense delight. Sit at it for 
over ; glue together ; cook up a hash from the feast of 
others, and blow the miserable flames forth out of your 
little ash-heap — the admiration of children and apes, if 
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®ocf) luerbet i£)r nie tperj ju ©erjeit fd;affen, 

2 Beitn eS end) itidjt bon fjerjeit gel;t. 545 

szBnniicf. SdHeiit ber SSortrag ntad;t beS SiebiterS ©Hid; 

3 d; fill)!’ eS loot;!, nod; bin id; lucit guriicE. 

5- a 11 ft. ©nd;’ Sr ben rebfidjcit ©eluinit I 
©et; Sr fein fdjcneidauter ®f;or ! 

SS trcigt SSerftanb ltitb red;ter ©inn 550 

3 Jlit lucnig Shtttft fid; fclbcr bor ; 

Unb menu's end) Srnft iff, maS git fngen, 

Sft’S notf;ig, SESorten nnd;3njngcit ? 

3a, enre 9 tcbcit, bie fo btiitfeub finb, 

3n benen ifjr ber SJtenfdjfjeit ©djtiijjcf frciufeft, 555 

©inb uuerquidtid), tbie ber iJiebetminb, 

®cr I;erbftlid; burd; bie biirren SStiittcr fdnfelt. 
asnoncv. 3 (d; ©ott I bie Shtnft ift tang, 

Unb fur^ ift unfer Seben. 

SJfir mirb bei ntcinent fritifdjeu 93 cftreben 560 

®od; oft um SJofif nub SBufeii bang. 

2Bic fd;tuer finb uid;t bie SDtittel 511 ermerbeit, 

®urd; bie man 511 ben Quelleu fteigt I 
Unb ef; ntau nur ben Ijafbeit SBcg crreidjt, 

3)hif3 tuof;f ein arnter ®eufel fterben. 565 

3 mi ft. ®aS ipergaiuent, ift baS ber f;eit’ge SBrounen, 

SSSorauS ein ®rmtf ben ®urft auf eluig ftiilt? 

Srquidmtg I;nft bu uid;t getuouueu, 

SBenn fie bir nid;t auS eigiter ©ecle quint, 
aonniicv. SSerjeifjt ! SS ift ciit grog Srgefeett, 570 

©id; in ben ©eift ber Scitcit 51: bcrfejjen, 

3 u fd;aueu, mie bor uitS eiit toeifer SDtaiin gebnd;t, 

Unb loic loir’s bamt gule^t fo fjerrfid; meit gebrad;t. 

3 nu ft. D ja, biS an bie ©teme toeitl 
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your palate craves for that ! But you will never touch 
the hearts of others, if it docs not come from your own. 

Wagner. But delivery makes the orator’s success ; I feel 
indeed that I am still very backward. 

Faust. Seek you the honest triumph ! Bo you no bell- 
tinkling fool ! Judgment and good sense express them- 
selves with little art ; and if you are in earnest to say 
something, is it necessary to hunt after words 1 Your 
speeches, I say, which are so glittering, in which you 
curl up shreds for mankind, are unrofreshing as the 
mist-wind which rustles through the dry leaves in 
autumn. 

Wagner. Ah, God ! art is long and our life is short. Yet 
often, during my critical efforts, I feel oppressed in head 
and heart. How hard to acquire the means through 
which one mounts to the sources ! And before one gets 
but half-way, a poor devil, in sooth, must die. 

Faust. Parchment — is that the holy well from which one 
draught allays the thirst for ever 1 Thou hast not 
gained refreshment, if it gushes not from thine own 
soul. 

Wagner. Excuse mo ! It is a great pleasure to transport 
oneself into tho spirit of the times ; to see how a wise 
man has thought before us, and then, at last, how glori- 
ously we have got on. 

Faust. Oh yes, as far as to the stars ! My friend, the 
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9Jieiit grettttb, bic 3 eiten ber S 8 ergangenl;eit 57s 

©tab un§ eiu SBttd; utit fiefiett ©iegeltt ; 

2Ba§ iljr ben ©eift ber Qeiteit §etf}t, 

®a§ tft tut ©rnitb ber gcrrett eigttct - ©eift, 

3 tt bent bie 3 eiteit fid; beffiiegctit. 

®a ift’S bcmt tunfjrlicfi oft eitt Qontiitcr I 580 

SOlatt Icinft cud) 6 ci bent crftctt 53tid babott. 

©itt SM;rid;tfafj ttttb cine SRumbetfammer, 

Uttb I;od;ftcn§ elite gaufit* ttttb ©taatSaction, 

SWit trcfflid;en f>ragntatifd;en 33Jnj;ttttctt, 

2Bic fie bctt ifSiiftftcn tool;l tut StRmtbe jicntcit ! 585 

lOonncr. Stttein bie S55e(t ! bc» SQtatfdjen gerj nub ©eift ! 

3 Jtod;t’ jegtidjer bod; toa§ bntton erfcttnen. 

5 n it ft. Qa, toa§ mail fo erfettitcit I;eijjt! 

SBer barf ba§ ®inb beitit rcd;tett Stamen ttettttett ? 

®ie tuettigett, bie toaS babott erfannt, 590 

®ie tt;orid;t g'ttug itjr boHe§ ge rj nid;t tualjrten, 

®cttt spbfiet it;r ©efiit;!, il;r ©d;attctt offeitbarten, 
gat titan uon je getrcnjigt ttttb Oerbrannt. 

3 d; Bitt’ cud), grettitb, e§ ift ticf itt ber Stadjt ; 

SBir iitiiffcn’3 bieSniat unterbredjeit. 59 s 

tie a oner. 3 d; fiiitte gertt nnr tinnier fortgcload;t, 

Unt fo gctef;rt mit end; mid) jit befbredjeit. 

®od) morgen, ate am erftcit Oftertagc, 

©rlaubt tttir eitt' ttttb anbre grage, 

SDtit ©ifer t;ab’ id; tttid; ber ©tubieit befliffctt ; 600 

3luar toeif; id; diet, bod; iitbd;t' id; atled luiffctt. (Qlb.) 
Suit ft (altfin). SBie ttttr bent ftoftf itid;t alle goffitiutg fd;tuiubet, 
®er immerfort an fd;atem Benge ftebt, 

SJiit gier’ger gattb ttad; ©d;ci(jett greibt, 

Unb frof; ift, toetm er Diegentoiirmer fiitbet I 
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times of the past are to us a book with seven seals. 
What you call the spirit of the times, that is at bottom 
the gentlemen’s own spirit, in which the times are 
mirrored. Then it is often, in truth, a pitiful business ! 
One runs from it, believe me, at the first glance. A 
rubbish-bin and a lumber room ; and at best, a high 
state-tragedy, with excellent pragmatical maxims, such 
as well beseem the mouths of the puppets. 

Wagner. But the world ! The heart and spirit of man ! 
Every one surely would like to know something of these. 


Faust. Ay, what is called knowing ! Who dares give a 
thing its right name 1 The few who have known some- 
what about them, who, foolishly enough, did not guard 
their full hearts — revealed their feelings, their views, 
to the mob — have ever been crucified and burnt. I beg 
you, friend — -it is the depth of night; wo must break 
off for the present. 

Wagner. I would fain have kept waking, to converse 
with you so learnedly. To-morrow, however, being 
the first day of Easter, permit mo a question or two. 
I have applied myself with zeal to studies; true, I 
know much ; but I would fain know everything. (Exit) 

FAUST. How on earth does not all hope vanish from 
that brain which cleaves continually to stale trash, 
gropes with eager hand for treasures, and is glad when 
it finds grubs ! 


48 


»««f t 
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®nrf eine fotd;e SJtenfcgenftimnte gier, 

SBo ©eifterfiille liticlj untgab, ertoiten ? 

®od; ad; 1 fur bieSntai ban!' id) bir, 

®ent drmtid;ften oott alien ©rbenfogncit. 

®u riffeft mid; Don ber SBergtoeifiung Io§, 610 

®ie ntir bie ©ittue fd;ott gerfioreit luodtc. 

Sid; ! bie ©rftgeittung ttinr fo riefeitgrog, 

®ag id; mid; redjt ate Smerg empfiitbeit fodte. 

Qd;, Gsbcttbilb ber ©ottgeit, ba 3 fief) fegott 

©attg itai; gebiinit bent ©piegei eln’ger SBagrgeit, 615 

©eitt felbft gettog, int jfjintmeteglang uitb Kiargeit, 

Hub obgeffreift ben ©rbettfogn ; 

3d;, mei;r ate Egerub, beffett freie Kraft 
©d;mt bill'd; bie Slbcnt ber Statur 311 fiiegett, 

Hub, fcgaffettb, ©btterlcben 311 gcniefjcit 620 

©id; agnnngSuoH oerntag, mie mug idj’6 biigett ! 

©in ®annerlDort i;at mid; I;inlueggerafft. 

9 lid;t barf id; bir 311 gteid;cn mid; Uernteffen. 
fpab' id; bie Kraft bid; attgugiegn Befeffeu, 

©0 i;att’ id; bieg 311 gaiten feitte Kraft. 625 

3 tt jenent fcfgcit Slugenblide 
3d; fiigite mid; fo fleiit, fo grog ; 

®u ftiegeft granfant mieg jnrilcfe, 

3ttS nitgeroiffe SDienfcgentooS. 

SBer iegret mieg ? iuaS foil id; nteiben ? 630 

©oil id; gegoregen jenent ®rattg ? 

Sid; 1 uttfre ®gaten felbft, fo gut ate unfre Seibcn, 

©ie gentuten unfreS Sebette ©attg. 

®ent fjerriicgften, lua§ aucg ber ©eift empfangen, 

®riingt intnter frentb unb frember ©toff fid; an ; 635 


Faust’s Study (i) 


49 


Dare such a human voice sound here, where the Spirit’s 
fulness surrounded me! Yet ah, this once I thank 
thee, poorest of all the sons of earth ! Thou didst 
snatch me away from the despair which was already on 
the point of destroying my senses. Ah, the vision was 
so gigantic that I could not hut feel like a dwarf ! 


I, image of the Deity, who had fancied myself already 
cpiite near to the mirror of eternal truth, — enjoyed 
myself in heaven’s lustre and clearness, with the earth- 
ling stripped off; — I, more than cherub, whose free 
strength already dared, in forecast, to flow through the 
veins of nature, and, in creating, to enjoy the life of the 
gods— how must I oxpiate it ! One thunder-word has 
swept me away. 


I dare not presume to bo like thee ! If I have possessed 
the power to draw thee to me, I had no power to hold 
thee. In that blessed moment, I felt so little, so great ; 
thou cruelly didst thrust mo back on man’s uncertain 
lot. Who will teach me ! What am I to shun ? Must 
|t)l obey that impulse! Alas! our very actions, as well 
as our sufferings, obstruct the course of our life. 


Alien, and more alien, matter still thrusts itself on what- 
ever of noblest the spirit has conceived. When we 
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28enu inir 311m ®uten biefer Sffiett getnitgen, 

®amt Ijeifft ba§ Scjjve ®rttg unb SBoIjit. 

®ie ttn§ bn? Sebett gabeit, Ijerrtidje ®efiit)te 
Gcrftarreit tit bent irbifdjett ®eu>iit)Ie. 

SBeitn tptjantnfie fic^ fonft ntit fiifjneiu glug 640 

llttb tjoffnuitgStioE 311111 Gstuigeit eriueitert, 

@0 ift cut fteiner SRauiii it)t - ititit geititg, 

SBenit ®tud auf ®tiict int 3eitcnftrubet fd^eitcrt. 

®ie ©orgc itiftet gtcid) int iiefeit fiet^eit, 

®ort tnirfet fie gefjeinte @d)iiiet - 3eit, 645 

Unrut)ig lnicgt fie fid) nub ftiiret Sufi mtb 9lul)’ ; 

©ie bectt fid) ftet§ ntit ueitcit 9Jta3feit git, 

©ie utng ate §ait§ unb ©of, ate 2ikib unb Stub erfdjcitteu, 
Site genet - , Staffer, ®old) unb ©ift ; 

®u bebft Oor attent, tua§ nid)t trifft, 65° 

Unb tuaS bn itic derlierft, bag niufit bu ftct§ bcttieiiten. 

®eit ©iittern gteid)’ id) itid)t ! 3't tief ift c§ gefiitjlt ; 

®ent SBurnte gteid)' idj, bet - belt ©taub burd)luiit)tt, 

®eit, ttiie er fid) int ©taube nci^renb tebt, 

®e§ SBaub'rerg ®ritt Dernidjtet unb begrabt. 655 

3ft c§ uid)t ©taub, ltw§ bicfe t)ot)e SBaitb, 

9tu3 tjunbert gad)ern, mir nereuget, 

®ct ®robet, bcr, tnit taufcitbfad)em ®aitb, 

Sit biefer SKottculuctt nticf) brcinget ? 
fMcr fott id) fiitbeit, ti>a§ uiiv fet)tt? 

©oil id) Uiettcictjt iit taufeitb SMd)ceu tcfen, 

®afj iiberaft bie 9)ienfd)eit fid) gegucitt, 

®afj t)ie unb ba eiit ®lurftid)er geiuefeit ? — 

28a3 griitfcft bu ntir, Ijotjtet: ©djiibet, tjer? 
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have attained to the Good of this world, then the Better 
is called deception and illusion. The glorious feelings 
which gave us life grow torpid in the earthly turmoil. 


Though fancy, with bold flight, and full of hope, dilates 
at an earlier time to the Infinite, yet now a little space 
is enough for her, when venture upon venture goes to 
wreck in the whirlpool of time. Care nestles straight- 
way in the deep heart ; there she produces secret griefs, 
rocks hersolf restlessly, and disturbs happiness and rest. 
She is constantly covering herself up with new dis- 
guises ; she may appear as house and homestead, as wife 
and child ; as fire, water, dagger, and poison. Thou 
tremblest at all that does not befall thee ; and that which 
thou never losest, thou must continually lament ! 


I am not like the gods ! Too deeply is it felt ; I am like 
the worm which burrows through the dust, which, as it 
lives feeding in the dust, the wanderer’s tread destroys 
and buries. 


Is it not dust, that which, from a hundred compartments, 
contracts for me this lofty wall? the rubbish which 
crowds mo with thousandfold trash in this world of 
moths 1 Shall I find hero what I want 1 Shall I read 
perchance in a thousand books that everywhere men 
have grieved; that hero and there has been a happy 
one?— Why grimiest thou down on me, hollow skull, 
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665-693 


2ll§ baf) beiit girit, loie uteiiteg, eiitft bertoirret, 665 

®eit leidjtcn Sag gefudft unb in bcr ®antm’rung fdjtber, 

SJtit 2 uft nad) 28 aljrl)cit, janintetlid; geirrct I 
3 l)t 3 nftrumente freilidj jpottct mein, 

SDtit Stab nub SMmntcit, SBatj’ unb S 3 iigel. 

3 d) ftanb am Sljor, il)r folltct @d)liiffcl fetjn ; 670 

gloat euer S 3 art ift fratte, bod) t)ebt tf»r uid)t bic Stiegcl. 
©cfjeiinuifibott am Iid)tcit Sag, 

Safjt fid) Statur be§ ©djleierS uid)t beraubeit, 

Hub loa§ fie beiuern ©eift nidjt offeitbareit mag, 

®a§ otuingft bn iljr uid)t ab mit §cbctit uitb ntit ©djrauben. 
®u alt ©eratlje, ba§ id) itidjt gebraudjt, 676 

®u ftcljft nut l)ier, loeit bid) mein Stater braud)te. 

®u altc Stofle, bn loir ft aitgeraudjt, 

©0 long ait biefem ifSult bie triibe Santee fd)maud)tc. 

SBcit beffer l)iitt’ id) bod) nteiit SeuigcS berfirafst, 680 
Site, mit bent XBcuigen belaftet, f)ier 311 fdjluifjeu ! 

SBa§ bu ererBt bon beiiteit SBatent l)aft, 

Gsrluirb c 3 , nut e§ 311 befifjeu. 

2 Ba§ man nidjt nilfct, ift cine fd))uere Saft ; 

Slur toaS ber Slugcublid erfd)afft, ba§ fault er nujjeit. 685 

®od) luaritm Ijeftet fid) ntcin S 3 licf auf feitc ©telle? 

3 ft jeiteg 3 -lcifd)d)eit boot ben Slugeit eiu JDtaguet ? 

SBarunt luirb mir auf einmat lieblidj t)eflc, 

Site toeun im uad)t’gen SBalb tute SJloubeitglanj umlueljt ? 


3d) griifje bid), bit eiugige P)iole, 

®ie id) mit Slitbad)t nun Ijeruitterfjole 1 
3'n bir bereljr' id) 3 Jtenfd)entoij} unb Sfuuft. 
®u 3 nbegriff ber l)olbeit (Sdjtummerfcifte, 
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but that thy brain, once bewildered like mine, sought 
the buoyant day, and, in the heavy twilight, with zeal 
for truth, did lamentably err 1 Ye instruments are 
surely mocking mo with wheel and cogs, cylinder and 
handle. I stood at the gate ; ye were to be the key : 
true, your wards are intricate, but ye raise not the 
bolts. Mysterious in broad day, Nature does not let 
herself be robbed of her veil ; and what she does not 
choose to reveal to thy spirit, thou wilt not wrest from 
her with levers and with screws. Ye ancient tools, 
which I have not used, ye only stand here becauso my 
father used you. Thou, ancient scroll, thou hast been 
growing besmoked since the dim lamp first smouldered 
by this desk. Much better, surely, had I squandered 
my little than, burdened with the little, to be sweating 
hero. What thou hast inherited from thy sires, earn 
it, in order to possess it ! What one does not use is 
a heavy burden ; only that which the moment creates 
can it use. 


But why does my glanco fix itself on that place 1 Is that 
phial there a magnet to the oyes 1 AVhy, of a sudden, 
grows all delightfully bright to mo, as when moonlight 
gleams around us in the nocturnal wood 1 


I hail thee, thou unique phial, which I now take down 
with devotion ! In thee, I honour the wit and art of 
man. Thou essence of kind slumber-juices, thou extract 
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®it StuSjug nder tobtlid) fetiteix Srdfte, 

©riueife beiitent Sdcifter bciite ®nnft I 
3 d) fel)e bid), eg toirb ber Sdjmcrj geliitbert, 

3d; fnffe bid), bag ©trcbeit ltrirb gentinbert, 

Scg ©ciftcg gtutljftrom cfibet nnd) uitb ttnc§. 

3n§ fjofye SDleer tuerb’ id) fyitinuggcitHcfeit, 

®ie ©picgelffutf) erglanat 511 nteineit Stiffen, 

811 lteueit Ufern locft eiit iteuer ®ng. 

\ 

(Sin geitcrluagcit fd^loe&t nuf Icidjteu @d)U>iitgeit 
2ln ntid^ fjerait ] Qdj fiiljle mid) bereit, 

St»f neuet Saljn belt Stet^er ju burdjbringen, 

8» neiteit ©pljcircit reiner ®f)citigfcit. 

®ic§ f)o!)c Scbcit, biefe ©ottertooune I 
®u, erft nod) SBurm, unb bie berbieiteft bu ? 

3 n, fetjre nur ber Ijotbeit (Srbcnfoune 
(Sittfd)Ioffeu beiiten SKiicfen 311 i 
SBernteffe bid), bie ^Sforten anfjureifieii, 

S8or beneit jeber gent borii6erfd)tcid)t I 
$ier ift eg 3cit, bill'd) ®f)nteit 311 Beiueifen, 

®nj) 9 Knitnegtoiirbe nid)t ber ®otter[)6I)e lueid)t, 

Sor jeiter btmfelit $6f)te itid)t 311 bebeit, 

Sit ber fid) if 3 f)atttnfic 311 cigiter Qua! Oerbammt, 

9 Jad) fciicnt ®itrd)gaitg IjinjuftreBeit, 

lint beffeit ettgett SOittitb bie gnttse ipottc ffamntt; 

811 biefent < 3 d)ritt fid) fjeiter 311 entfdjtiefjeu, 

Uitb lucir’ eg mit ®efnf)r, iitg 91 idjtg bnljin 311 fliefjett. 

Dlutt fontm l)ernb, frl)ftaUite reiite ©d)nle, 

§eroor nttg beiitem alteit gntterale, 

Slit bie id) biele $al)re itid)t gebndjt ! 
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of all deadly-subtle forces, show thy favour to thy 
master ! I see thee — the pain is soothed ; I grasp thee 
. — the struggle is lessened ; the flood-tide of the spirit 
ebbs little by little ; I am beckoned out to the main sea ; 
the glassy flood glitters at my feet ; a new day allures 
to new shores. 


A chariot of fire floats on light pinions towards mo ! I 
feel ready to penetrate the ether, on a new track, to now 
spheres of pure activity. This lofty life, this god-like 
joy — thou, but now a worm, dost thou deserve them 1 
Ay, only turn thy back resolutely on earth’s kindly sun ! 
Dare to tear open the gates which every one is fain to 
slink by ! Now is the time to show by deeds that 
man’s dignity yields not to the sublimity of the gods ; 
to tremble not before that dark pit in which phantasy 
damns itself to its own torment; to press right oil to 
that entrance round whose narrow mouth all hell is 
flaming; to resolve serenely on this step, even were it 
at tho peril of flying that way into nothingness. 


Now come down, pure crystal goblet, on which I have not 
thought for many years, forth from thine old case ! 
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®11 gtangteft bei ber Safer Sreubenfefte, 

©rgeitcrteft bie ernften ©fiftc, 

SBernt etuer bid) bent anberrt gugebracgt. 

®cr bieten Sitber fiinftlid; reid;e fpradgt, 

®e§ ®rinfer§ ipfticgt, fie reimtoeis gu crlfdreit, 

SInf ciiten 3ug bie gbgluitg auSguteeren, 

©rinnert mid; an ntandje Sugenbnodgt; 

Sd; luerbe jefct bid; feincm 3?ad;bar reidjen, 

3d; luerbe meinen $S8ig an beiner ®unft nid;t 3 eigen ; 
£>ier ift ein ©aft, ber eitig trunfen madjt. 

9Kit brauner gfutg erfiiUt er beiuc §6I;te. 

®en id; bereitet, ben id; lnagte, 

®er te^te ®runf fet; nun, mit ganger ©eere, 

9tf§ feftlicg goger ©rug, bent SKorgen gugebracgt ! 

(®* fe(jt bie <2cf;ale an belt SRunb.) 

©lotfenttang unb Q>&orgefatig, 

(5IjOf bcv (Siifld. 

©grift ift erftanbeit ! 
grcitbc bent ©terblicgeit, 

®cit bie Uerberblidjeit, 

©d;teid;enbeu, erblicgcit 
SOJangct umtuanben. 

Smeft. SMd; tiefed ©utunten, iueltf; ein getter ®ou 
Siegt mit ©etuatt ba§ ®ta§ non meinem SKuttbe ? 
Serliinbigct igr bumpfett ©toden fcgon 
®es DfterfefteS erftc geierftunbe ? 

3gr, ©gore, fingt igr fcgon ben triifflidjeu ©efang, 

®er einft um ©rabe8nad;t bon ©ngeMppett ftang, 
©eioiggeit eittent neueit Stmbe ? 
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Thou didst glitter at the feasts of my sires, didst 
gladden the grave guests, when one had passed thee 
to the other. The artistically rich splendour of many 
figures, the drinker’s duty to explain them in rhyme, — 
to drain the cavity at a draught, — remind me of many a 
night of my youth. I shall not now reach thee to a 
neighbour ; I shall not display my wit on thine art. 
Here is a juice which quickly intoxicates. It fills thy 
cavity with a brown flood. Bo the last draught which 
I have prepared, which I choose, quaffed now, with full 
soul, as a festally high greeting to the morn ! 

{lie puts the goblet to his mouth . ) 


Peal of bells and choral songs. 

Chorus of Angels. 

‘ Christ is risen ! Joy to the mortal, whom the corrupting, 
creeping, hereditary defects enveloped ! ’ 


Faust. What deep humming, what clear strain, draws the 
glass by force from my mouth 1 Do ye, hollow- 
sounding bells, proclaim already the first festal hour 
of Easter 1 Ye choirs, do ye already sing the com- 
forting song which once, round tho sepulchre’s night, 
sounded from angel-lips ; assurance of a now covenant i 
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749-776 


(Sljor bet SOciOci'. 

3 Rit ©ficjereicit 
fatten loir tlju gepftegt, 

23ir feihe ®reueit 
§atten tf;it Ijingelcgt ; 

Sitter unb S 3 iitbeit 
dieintid) umloanben loir, 

Stdj ! imb loir fiitbeu 
©fjrift itid)t mefjr I)icr. 

61) or ber (Sit a cl. 

©thrift ift erftanbeit ! 

©dig ber Siebcnbe, 

®er bie betriibenbe, 

$eitfam’ mtb iibenbe 
ifJrufitng beftaitben. 

S hi ft. 2Ba§ f«d;t if)t, madjtig imb geliitb, 

Sfio §intmcfetbne, micf) am ©tanbe ? 

Slingt bort utnfjer, 100 ioeid)e 3 Keitfd)en finb. 

®ie Sotfdjaft fjiir' idfj tool)!, adciit ntir fdjtt ber ©ianbe ; 765 
®a§ Sffinitbcr ift beS ©taubcitS licbfteS Sinb. 

S« jeiteit ©fdjiiren lung’ id) itid)t 311 ftrebeit, 

2M)er bie tjotbe diad)rid)t tbitt; 

Unb bodj, an biefeit Slang Oon Sngcttb auf geloiJfjnt, 

3 iuft er and) fefct juriid mid) in bab Scbeit. 77 o 

©onft ftiirgte fid) ber fjimmeMebc Stiff 
2tnf ntief) Ijerab in ernfter ©abbatljftide ; 

®a flang fo nijiinitgSOod beS ©todentoneg glide, 

Unb ein ©ebet loar briinftiger ©enitfi ; 

©in unbegreifiid) ijolbeS ©eljnen 775 

®rieb in id), bttrcfi SKktb mtb SSiefett tjinjugefjn, 
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Chorus of Women. 

1 With spices had wo ministered to Him ; wo, His faithful 
ones, had laid Him down. AVe swathed clothes and 
hands cleanlily round. Ah ! and we find Christ no 
more here ! ’ 


Chorus of Angels. 

‘ Christ is risen ! Happy the Loving One, who has stood 
the afflicting, wholesome, and testing trial ! ’ 


Faust. AA r hy, yo heavenly tones, mighty and mild, seek 
yo mo in the dust 1 Ring around where there are 
tender men ! I hear the message, indeed, but I lack 
faith ; miracle is the dearest child of faith. I dare not 
aspire to those spheres from whence tlio gracious tidings 
sound ; and yet, accustomed from youth upwards to this 
peal, it even now calls me back to life. In other days, 
the kiss of heavenly love descended upon me in the 
solemn stillness of the sabbath ; then the fulness of the 
bell-tone pealed so presagefully, and a prayer was fer- 
vent enjoyment. A longing, inconceivably sweet, drove 
me to go forth through wood and meadows ; and I felt, 
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Unb imter tnufeitb (jeifjen ®ljranen 
Siitjtt’ idj mir eine SMt entfteljn. 

®ie§ Sieb oertiinbete ber 3ugenb muntre ©fiiele, 

®er grillflinggfeier freieg ©liidE ; 7 s 0 

©rinnrung Ijcirt rtticEi nun, mit !inb(idjem ©efitfile, 

SSom lenten, ernften ©djritt guriicf. 

O tonet fort, il;r fufjcit fpintmefetieber ! 

®ie ®()riiue quillt, bie ©rbe Ijat mic§ luieber ! 

<£1)0* be* ^ihtgcr. 

§at bcr 23 cgrn 6 ene 785 

©djoit fief) ltad) oben, 

Sebcnb Gcrfjabene, 

$err(id; erfyofien ; 

3ft er in SBerbeluft 

©djnffenber greube nafj ; 7go 

2 (d) I an ber Gcrbe S 3 rnft, 

©iitb loir 511111 Seibc bn. 

Stef) er bie ©einen 
©djnmdjtenb un8 fjier gitriicf, 

2 (d; I loir beloeinen, 79 s 

2Jteifter, beiit ®(iicf I 

(Sljor bcr (Sngcl. 

(Shrift ift erftanbeit 

2tu§ ber SBerloefimg School! 

9 teifset U011 SBnitbeit 

greubig end) (os I 800 

®()atig ifjn preifettbett, 

Siebe beloeifenben, 

23 riiber(id) fpeifenbeit. 
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amidst a thousand hot tears, a world arise for me. This 
strain harbingered the gay sports of youth, the spring- 
festival’s free happiness. Memory now holds me back, 
with childlike feeling, from the last grave stop. Oh 
sound on, ye sweet, heavenly strains ! The tear flows, 
the earth has mo again ! 


Chorus of Disciples. 

‘ Whilst the Buried One — sublime in His life, has already 
raised Himself gloriously on high — whilst, in the bliss of 
becoming, He is already nigh to creative joy — ah, we 
are still, for suffering, here ! He loft us, His own, 
behind, languishing here ! Ah, we bewail, Master, Thy 
happiness ! ’ 


Chorus of Angels. 

‘Christ is risen out of the lap of corruption! Joyfully 
tear yourself free from bonds ! To you, praising Him 
by active work, manifesting love, faring like brethren, 
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i|5rebigenb reifenben, 
2Bomte Berijetfscnbeit, 
©ltd; ift ber DJteifter naf), 
@ud; ift er bn 1 


Sot Bern £t;or. 
eBnsictBOHacK nrrer Slit jicljcit Titian*. 

(Shttflc .‘pniibtucvfcUiiii'fctjc. SBarunt bemt bort IjtuauS ? 
ainbtc. 2 Bir gefjit fjitxaug aufg 3 agerf;ait§. 

®tc ©rftcn. 23ir abcr luotteit ttad; ber 2 MI;te tonitberit. 810 
©in ©nitbhicvis&utfrfjc. 3d; rati)’ end), ttad; bent SBaffcrljof 
m gcfjn. 

3 tucttcr. ®er 2 Beg bai;iu ift gar uid)t fdjott. 

®ic 3 tueitcn. 3 Ba§ tljuft bemt bit? 

©in Qctj gelje mit ben aitbern. 

atcrtcv. S'facfj S8urgborf fommt fjerattf I ©curifj bort fiitbet 
iijr 

®ie fcfjiinfteit aJtcibdjen imb bag befte 93ier, 8 ij 

Uitb §ctnbel Doit ber erfteu ©orte. 

Siinftcf. ®u iiberluftiger ©efett, 

Sudft bid; gum brittenmai bag gctl ? 

3 d; mag uid;t tjiit, ntir graut eg Bor bent Drte. 819 

®icitftmnbrf)eit. SJiciit, neitt I id; gef;e nad; ber ©tabt gttriid. 
atubvc. SBir fittben if;tt gciuif; bei jenett ipappettt fteljeu. 

© v ft c* ®ag ift fiir mid; feitt groffeg ©tiid; 

©r iBirb ott bcitter ©cite gef;ett, 

SDtit bir nur taugt er attf bent $fnit. 

SBag gef;tt mid; beitte greuben an 1 825 
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preaching as ye travel, promising bliss, the Master is 
nigh ! to you He is hero ! ’ 


Before the Gate. 

Promcnaders of all kinds pass out. 

Some Journeymen. Why, then, that way 1 

Others. We are going up to the Jitgerhaus. 

The Former. But wo are going to the mill. 

A Journeyman. I advise you to go to the Wasserhof. 

A Second. The way to it is not at all plc'asant. 

The Others. What will you do then 1 

A Third. I am going with the others. 

A Fourth. Come up to Burgdorf ; there you will certainly 
find the prettiest girls, and the best beer, and rows of 
a prime sort. 

A Fifth. You wild fellow, is your skin itching for the 
third time 1 I don’t like going there ; I have a horror 
of the place. 

Servant-Girl. No, no ! I shall go back to the town. 

Another. Wo shall certainly find him standing by those 
poplars. 

The First. That is no great luck for mo. He will walk 
by your side ; with you alone, ho dances on the green. 
How do your pleasures concern mo 1 
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2( 11 1> t c. $eut ift er ftc^er uidjt attcirt ; 

®er KranSfopf, fagt’ er, ioitrbe Bei il;m fetjn. 

Srfjiitcr. S 3 Ii|! Jote bte tuacfcrit 5 ©irncn fcfjrctten ! 

§err SSruber, fontnt I loir ntiiffen fie Bcgleiten. 

(£in ftnrfeg 58 ier, eitt Beijeuber SoBatf, s 3 o 

Unb cine SKngb im *Pufc, bag ift nun mein ©efdjntad. 
'Biitflcvmntirficii. ®n fiel; utir nur bie fdjoueu SfttnBett ! 

©§ ift lualjrfjafttg cine @d;ntad; ; 

©efellfd;nft fonnten fie bie aHerBeftc I;n6en, 

Unb laufeit biefcn SScigbett ttnd; I 835 

ijtucitcr Stfjiilct (jiim erften). Sidjt fo gefd;tuiub ! bort Ijiuten 
lotnmen jtuei, 

©ie finb gar ltieblid) nitgejogcit, 

’§ ift nteiitc Sad;6aritt baBci ; 

3d; Bin bent dKabdjett fef;r gciuogett. 

©ic get;en iljren ftiden @d;ritt, s 4 o 

Unb ueljmen un8 bod; audj ant ©nbc mit. 
evftcr. $err SBrttber, neitt ! id; Bin nidjt gem geitirt. 
®cfd;toinb I baf; loir bag SBilbftret uidjt Uertieren. 

®ie |tanb, bie ©amgtngg it;rcu 33 efeit fid;rt, 

SSirb ©oitutngg bid; am Beften careffiren. s 45 


»iivncv. Sein, er gefadt ntir nid;t, ber ueue SSurgemeifter ! 
Suit, bn er’g ift, mirb er nur tciglid; brciftcr. 

Unb fiir bie ©tabt tong tf;ut beuit er ? 

SBirb eg uid;t nde Sage fdjlimiiter ? 

©el;ord;en foil matt met;r atg iiunter, 

Unb snfiteu ntel;r nig je oorl;er. 

(flngt). 3l;r gutcii gernt, if;r fd;oneit grauett, 

@0 luol;lgef>u{;t unb Bndenrotl;, 

SBelieB’ eg end;, mid; anfjjfd;auen, 

Unb fel;t intb milbert uteiite Soil; ! 
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Another. To-day, ho is suro not to bo alone ; tho curly- 
head, ho said, would be with him. 

Student. Zounds, how tho gallant lasses step out ! Como, 
brother, wo must attend thorn. Strong boor, stinging 
tobacco, and a servant-girl in full trim, — that now is my 
taste. 

Burgher’s Daughter. Now, do but look at the fine lads ! 
It is really a shame ; they might have the very best of 
company, and are running after those servant-girls. 

Second Student (to the first). Not so fast! Two are 
coming behind there ; they are quite nicely dressed. One 
of them is my neighbour ; I am much attracted to the 
girl. They are walking in their quiet way, and yet 
will take us with them in the end. 

The First. No, brother ! I do not like boing under 
restraint. Quick! lest wo loso tho gamo. The hand 
which on Saturday plies its broom will fondlo you best 
on Sunday. 

Burgher. No, he does not please me, tho now Burgo- 
master. Now that ho has become so, ho grows daily 
more audacious. And then, what is ho doing for tho 
town 1 Aro not things growing worse every day 1 One 
must obey more than ever, and pay more than in any 
time before. 

Beggar (sings). ‘ Ye good gentlemen, ye lovely ladies, so 
trimly dressed and rosy cheeked, bo pleased to look 
upon me, and see and rolievo my need ! Lot mo not 
E 
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Sajjt I)ier mid) nid)t oergebeitg leterit I 
SKur ber ift frot), ber gcben mag. 

Gin Sag, ben ade 2 Renfdjcn feievn, 

Gr fet) fiir midj ctn Grntetag. 

atnscvcr ®iirgci'. 5 did)tg SBefferS lucifs id) mil' an ©onn« nub 
geiertagcn, 860 

Site cin ©effn'iid) non Srieg uttb Striegggcfdjrci, 

SGScitit Ijinten, toeit, in bcr Siirfci, 

®ic SSoIfcr anf cinaitbcr fd)lagcit. 

Sdtan ftct)t am genfter, trinft fern ©liigd)cn aite 

Uub fieljt ben gtnff tjinab bie Bunten @d)iffc gtciten ; 865 

®antt fcl)tt man Slbettbg frol) nad) .ffang, 

Hub fegnet gricb’ imb griebcng3citcn. 

®*utcv sBiicacv. §err SSad^ar, jal fo laff idj’g and) 
gcfd)el)n : 

©ie mogeit fic§ bie ®bf)fe flatten, 

SKag adeg bnrd) eiitanber gel)n, 870 

®od) nur 311 §aufe bteib’g beim Sllten. 
ante (ju ben a 3 urgermcibd>en). Gi ! mie gcfmjjt ! bag fd)ihtc 
jnitge S 3 tut ! 

SBer foK fid) nid)t in cud) Oergoffcn ? — 

SJlitr itid)t fo ftol3 1 eg ift fd)on gnt I 
Unb mag iljr miinfdjt, bag mitfjt’ id) mot)t 311 fd)affeit. 8 75 
atii taevmcibitjcii. Slgatlje, fort I id) neljmc raid) in Std)t, 

SJlit fotd)en fpejen offentlid) 311 gcl)cn; 

©ie lief) mid) 3tuar in ©anct Slnbrcag' dtad)t 
®en liinft’gen Siebftcn leibtid) feljen. 

$tc aiubr c. ajtir 3eigte fie itjn int ffiryftad, 880 

©olbatenljaft, mit meljreren SBertoegnen ; 

^d) fet)’ mid) urn, id) fnd)’ ifjn ilberafl, 

Sldciit mir mid cr nidjt begegnen. 
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go on grinding here in vein ! He only is happy who 
likes to give. A day which all mon are keeping as a 
holiday, he it for me a harvest day ! ’ 

Another Burgher. Bor mo, I know nothing bettor on 
Sundays and holidays than a chat of war and war’s 
alarms ; when behind, far away, in Turkey, people are 
belabouring one another. One stands at the window, 
empties one’s glass, and sees the gay-coloured ships glide 
down the river; then, in the evoning, one returns 
cheerfully homo, and blesses peace and times of peace. 


Third Burgher. Ay, neighbour, I, too, have no objection 
to that ; they may split one another’s heads ; everything 
may go heltor-skolter ; only lot things go on at home in 
the old way. 

Old Woman {Jo the Burghers' Daughters). Heyday ! how 
smart ! tho pretty young creatures ! Who would not 
be smitten with you 1 Only not so proud ! It is all 
very well ; and what you wish, I could perhaps procure. 

Buiigher’s Daughter. Come along, Agatha ! I take care 
not to walk publicly with such witches ; true, on St. 
Andrew’s ovo, she showed me my future sweetheart 
bodily. 

The Other. She showed mo mine in the crystal, soldier- 
like, with other bold fellows ; I look around, I seek him 
everywhere, but he will not meet mo. 
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Soibntcit. Surgett mit l)ot)ctt 

Sftnucrtt uitb Sinnen, 885 

SKcibcfieu mit ftotjen, 

.ffbfjttenbeu ©initett 
3JlBd)t' id; getoinnen ! 

Sfiiljn ift bn§ 9M()cn, 

Jperrlid) ber Sotjit ! 890 

Hub bic ®romf>cte 
Saffcit tuir locrbcn, 

2Sic git bet greubc, 

©0 juut Scrbcrbcit. 

®a3 ift ciit ©tiivmeit ! 89s 

®ct§ ift citt 2ebett ! 

2Jtabd)cu imb Sitrgctt 
SDtiiffcu fid) gcbett. 

Sfiifjtt ift baS 3Jtiif)eit, 

fjerrtid) ber Sotju I 9 °° 

Uitb bie ©otbnteu 

3iet)cn bnoon. 

Knuft unb SOnonce. 

gmift. Sont CSife befreit fittb ©trout uitb SBcicfic 
®urd) be§ griipttgS fjotben, belebeubcit ©lid; 

3m ®t)ate griiitet §offnung3gtilcf ; 9^5 

®er attc SBinter, itt feitter ©djloridjc, 

3og fid) iit rattle Serge gurnet. 

Sou borttier feitbct er, flie^enb, uur 

Dl)untad)tige @d)auer forttigeit GifeS 

3it ©treifeu ii6cr bie gritnenbe 3'tur. 91° 

?tber bie ©ouue butbet tcitt SffieijfcS ; 

UeberaH regt fid) SUbuug unb ©treben, 
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Soldiers (sing). ‘ Castles with high walls and battlements, 
maidens with proud, scornful thoughts, fain would I 
win ! Bold is the endeavour, glorious the reward ! 


‘ And we let the trumpet engage us, as to joy so to de- 
struction. That is a storming ! That is a life ! 
Maidens and castles must surrender. Bold is tho endea- 
vour, glorious tho reward ! And tho soldiers march 
away ! ’ 


Faust and Wagner. 

Faust. Stream and brooks are freed from ice by tho 
kindly, quickening glance of Spring ; the joy of hope 
grows verdant in tho valley; old Winter, in his weakness, 
has retreated to the bleak mountains. From thence ho 
sends, as ho flies, only impotent showers of granulous 
ice in stripos over tho green-growing plain. But the Sun 
endures no whito ; formation and effort are everywhere 
stirring. Ho is bent upon enlivening everything with 
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Sides luiU fief) init garbett befeben ; 

®od) ait ©lumen fefftt’S tilt 9lebier, 

©ie niutint gcfmjjte SJieitfdjeit bafiir. 

Scfjre btc^ tint, bon biefett fpoljen 
Stad) ber ©tabt jttritef git fefjett. 

SfttS bent f)of)fett, fittftent ®ljor 
®rittgt ciu buitteS ©elbimntel fjerbor. 

Qebcr fount fidf> fjeute fo gem ; 

©ic fetertt bie Sfuferfteljititg be§ §errtt : 

®etttt fie fittb fefber auferftanbeu, 

SluS ttiebriger $aitfcr bitntfifeu ©emadjerit, 
StuS gaitbluerf§< tutb ©elberbeSbanbeit, 

SfttS bent ®ruct bon ©iebelit tutb ®cidf)ern, 
SfttS ber ©trafieit quetfdjcnber ©itge, 

StuS ber SHrcfjett eljrlDurbiger 9tad)t 
©ittb fie atte auS 2id)t gebracf)t. 

©tef) nur, fief) ! luie befjenb fief) bie SUcnge 
®urd) bie ©artett uttb gefber gerfdjfiigt, 

SBie ber gfttfi, in 93reit’ uttb Sattge, 

©0 mandjeit luftigen SJtadjcit betuegt; 

Uttb, bis gum ©ittJen tiberfabeu, 
ffintferut fief) biefer fefete Sfafjtt. 

©efbft bott bc§ SBcrgcS fernett fpfnbctt 
SBfiitfeit uttS fnrbige ifffeiber att. 

3d) f)Bvc fd)ott beS ®orfS ©etiimmef ; 

$ier iff beS SoffeS lualjrer fpitumef, 
Sufriebeu iaudjget ©toff uttb Sfein : 

|>ier bitt id) SUettfd), I)ier barf id)’S fetjtt. 
ib nn 11 ci'. SOfit end), fperr ®oftor, gtt fftagiereu 
3ft eljreitbofl uttb ift ©etoititt ; 

®od) luitrb' id) nidjt affeitt mid) f)er berfierett, 
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colours. The landscape, however, lacks flowers; ho 
takes gaily-dressed folk instead. Turn round to look 
back on the town from those heights ! Forth from the 
hollow, gloomy gate presses a motley crowd. Every one 
is so fain to sun himself to-day. They celebrate the 
rising of the Lord, for they themselves have risen ;— 
from the dank rooms of mean houses, from the bonds of 
labour and trade, from the compression of gables and 
roofs, from the crushing narrowness of streets, from the 
venerable gloom of churches, they aro all brought to the 
light. Only look ! — look how quickly the multitude is 
dispersing through the gardens and fields ; how the river, 
in its breadth and length, sets so many merry boats in 
motion; and how this last wherry, overladen to the point 
of sinking, is putting olf ! Evon from the distant paths 
of the mountain, coloured drosses glanco brightly on us. 
I hear already the bustle of the village ! Hero is the 
true heaven of tho people ; great and small aro huzzaing 
contentedly : here I am a man — hero I may be one ! 


WAGNER. To walk with you, Doctor, is honourable, and is 
an advantage ; but I would not loso myBelf horo alone, 
because I am an enemy to all coarseness. Tho fiddling, 
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2Bci£ icf; ein geinb unit adem 9ioi;cn Bin. 

©a§ giebein, ©djreiett, Segelfd;iefieit 94 , 

3ft mir ciit gar Oerljajjter Slang ; 

©ie toBeit, luie bout Biifcn @eift getricBcit, 

Uitb nennen’S greube, ncnncn’g ©efang. 

SBaitmt (untcr bcr Sinbc). 

£<1113 11 11b ©efang. 

®cr ©d;cifcr fntijtc fid; gunt SEaitg, 

DJlit Bnnter gade, SBaitb uitb Sranj : 9SC 

©djntucf luar er angejogcit. 

©d;ott urn bic Sinbe luar eg nod, 

Unb aHc0 tanjtc fd;oit luic tod. 

Stupe 1 ^5Ucf;t;e ! 

3ud;I;cifa I $eifa I $e I 955 

©0 ging ber giebelBogett. 

©r bviidte t;aftig fid; Ijcran, 

©a ftiefj er an ein 9Jtcibd;cn an 
SEdit feincin ©denbogett. 

Sie frifd;c ©irne fel;rt’ fid; nm 9 o 0 

Unb fagte : 9lun, bag finb’ id; bitntm ! 

Stupe! Qnc^Ije I 
Sucpeifa I §eifa ! .§e I 
©et;b nid;t fo ungejogen I 

©od; Ijnrtig in bent Sreife gittg’g, 9 6 5 

©ie tangten red;tg, fie tanjteit iinfg, 

Uitb ade 9tiide ftogen. 

©ie tonrben rotf;, fie tmirben inarm 
Unb rufjten atl;menb Slrm in Sinn. 

Stupe I Stupe! 
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shouting, sldttlo-playing, are to mo a thoroughly detest- 
able sound. They rave as if driven by the evil spirit, 
and call it pleasure, call it song. 


Peasants under the Lime-Tree. 

Dance and Song. 

‘The shepherd docked himself out for the dance with 
party-coloured jacket, ribbon, and garland : smartly was 
he dressed. Already it was full round the lime-tree, and 
all danced already like mad. Hurrah, hurrah ! Huzza, 
huzza ! So went the fiddle-stick. 


1 He eagerly pressed near ; ho pushed there against a 
maidon with his elbow ; the buxom girl turned round 
and said : “ Now, that I think stupid ! ” Hurrah, hurrah ! 
Huzza, huzza ! “ Don’t bo so ill-bred ! ” 


‘ Yet sped it nimbly in tho ring ; they danced to right, 
they danced to loft, and all tho kirtles flew. They grow 
red, they grew warm, and rested panting arm-in-arm. 
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3ud)I)cifn I $cifa 1 §e ! 
llitb §iift’ an (SIIenBogen. 

Hub ttyu’ mir bocT) nid)t fo bertraut ! 

SBie manner I;at nid)t feme SBraut 

SBelogen nub betrogen ! 97S 

(Sr idjntcidjclte fie bod) Bet ©eit', 

Hub bmt ber Siitbc fdjoll eg tucit : 

Sndjlje! 3ud)I)e! 

3ud)I)cifn I $cifn I ,fpc ! 

©cfdfrei unb gicbetBogen. 9 8o 

aittct 3in«ct. fperr ®o!tor, bag iff fd)i>n bon end), 

®nfj iljr unS Ijente nid)t bcrfdjmdljt, 

Unb untcr biefcg SBolfggebrcing’, 

StB eitt fo §od)gcIafirter, getjt. 

©0 neljntct and; ben fdjiinffeit Sfrug, 985 

®eit loir mit frifdjem ®run! gcfiillt. 

3d) Bring’ iijtt jit mtb toiinfdje laut, 

®afj er nicf;t nur ben ®nrft end) ftiHt ; 

®ie Qal)! ber ®rof)feit, bie er Ijcgt, 

©et) euren ®agen jugelegt. 99 o 

3 « u ft. Qd) neljnte ben (Srquidtmggtranf, 

©rtuiebr’ end) alien $eil nnb ®an!. 

ftJolf fammelt fief; ini JTrcid uiufjcr. 

8fHc* sBaitcv. gilrloaljr! eg ift fefjr Ibotjtgettjan, 

®nfj il)r am frozen ®ag erfd)eint ; 

§a6t il)r eg bormalg boc§ mit mtg 99 5 

Slit Bbfeu ®agcit gnt gemeint I 
©nr mandjer ftet)t lebenbig I)ier, 

®eit ener SSatcr nod) jnle^t 
®cr tjeijjen gieberluutt) entrijj, 
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Hurrah, hurrah ! Huzza, huzza ! And elbow upon 
hip. 

‘ “And don’t make so free with mo ! How many a man 
has cajoled and deceived his betrothed ! ” Yet he 
coaxed her aside ; and from the limc-treo sounded 
far Hurrah, hurrah ! Huzza, huzza ! shouting and fiddle- 
stick.’ 


Old PEASANT. Doctor, it is handsome of you not to 
scorn us to-day, and, great scholar as you arc, to go 
among this crowd of people. Take, then, also the hand- 
somest jug, which we have filled with fresh drink. I 
plodgo you in it, and wish aloud that it may not only 
quench your thirst — may the number of drops which it 
holds he added to your days ! 


Faust. I accopt tho refreshing draught ; I return to all 
of you health and thanks ! 

{The people gather round in a circle.) 


Old Peasant. Of a truth, it is vory well done of you to 
appear on this happy day ; for in evil days, formerly, 
you have wished us well. Full many a one stands hero 
alive whom your father snatched, even at tho last, from 
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Stl§ er ber ©eudjc giet gcfcjft. IOOC 

Sind; baiitaK if;r, eilt juitgcr Sftann, 

8f;r giitgt in jebc§ S?ran!enI;auS ; 

®ar iitaitd;c Seiche tntg man fort, 

3f|r aber taint gefuitb IjerauS, 

S 3 eftanbct ntandje tjartc IJSrobeit ; 1005 

®em $elfcr I;alf ber getfer brobeit. 
suite. ®efnnbl;cit bem bclocitjrteit SOtaun, 

®af; er nod; tange f;etfen fanit I 
So 11 ft. SSor jcitcnt brobeit ftcl;t gebiidt, 

®er t;ctfcn Iel;rt nub §iitfe fd;idt ! 1010 

(Gc gcf;t mit 5Bagncrn tucitcr. ) 

smaguce. SBeldj eiit ©eful;l mtifjt bit, 0 grojjcr SJtann, 

23 ei ber S8erel;rung biefer SOtaige fatten ! 

•D gliidtid;, tuer non feinen ©nben 
©old; einen S3ortI;eiI jicljen fanit ! 

®cr SBater jcigt bid; feinem Shtabeit, 1015 

©in jeber fragt nub brdngt ltitb citt, 

®ic giebet ftodt, ber ®aitjer lueilt. 

®u getjft, in 3 }eii;eu ftct;en fie, 

®ie 2Jtii^en fliegett in bie gill;’ ; 

llttb luenig feljlt, fo bcugteit fid; bie SEnie, 1020 

Site feint’ baS SBenerabde. 

3 n it ft. 9 iur luenig ©d;ritte itodj Ijinauf 511 jenent ©tein ! 
gier luotten mir uoit nnfrer SBanbrnitg raftcit. 

£>ier fnfi id; oft gebattfeituoll attein, 

llitb gnfitte mid; mit S 3 cten nnb mit gaffcit. 1025 

Slit £>offmiitg reid;, int ©Innbcit feft, 

SJiit ®I;raneit, ©enfjen, $cinberingen 
®ad;t’ id; bad ©itbe jeiter if 3 eft 
SBom £>ernt beg §immels 311 erjluittgen. 
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the hot fever’s rage, when he sot hounds to the pesti- 
lence. Yon, too, at that time a yonng man, — you went 
into every sick house : full many a corpse was borne 
forth, but you came out sound, stood many hard trials : 
the Helper on high helped the helper. 

All. Health to the well-proved .man, that ho may long 
still bo able to help ! 

Faust. Stand bowed before Him on high, who teaches 
how to help, and sends help ! 

( He proceeds with Wagner. ) , 


Wagner. What a feeling, Oh great man, must you have 
at the veneration of this multitude ! Oh, happy ho who 
can draw such an advantage from his gifts ! Tho father 
points you out to his boy; every one questions, and 
presses, and hastens; tho fiddle stops, tho dancer pauses. 
You pass — they stand in rows, the caps ily up, and they 
all but bend the knee, as if the Host wore coming. 


Faust. Only a few steps further, up to that stone ! Hero 
we will rest from our walk. Here I often sat, thought- 
ful, alone, and tormented myself with prayer and with 
fasting. Rich in hope, firm in faith, I thonght to extort 
from the Lord of heaven, with tears, sighs, wringing of 
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®cr SKcitge SBcifaH font ntir mm loic gofjn. 
0 fonutcft bit in iiteiitcm Qttttcvn (efen, 

2Bie tocnig SBater ttitb @ol;tt 
©old; eiiteg 9M;nteg tuertl; gcloefctt ! 

SJieiit SSater tear eiit bmttler ©jrenntaitn, 
$er itbet: bie Sftntnr ititb if;re fjeil’geit Strafe, 
8n 3icblid;feit, febod; mif feiiic SBeifc, 

3Jiit griHenf)after STiii^c faint ; 

®er, iit ©efeHfd;aft bon 3lbe]itcii, 

©id; tit bie fdjltmrje Stiid;e fd;toj 3 , 

Uitb, ttad; mtenblidjeit SRecefitcn, 

®a3 SBibrige jttfnmntengofj. 

®a tuarb eiit rotifer Sen, eiit fitfjtier greier, 
gut Imteit S3ab ber Silie bermiitflt, 

Uitb Beibe baitit, ntit offitent glantmenfeiier, 
SlitS eiiient SBrantgeiitad; ing aitbere gequdlt. 
©rfdjicit bnraitf ntit buitteit garben 
®ic juitge SDBitigiit irn ©lag, 

$icr luar bie Slrjenei, bie ^Satienteit ftarbeit, 
Uitb tticiiiaitb fragtc : loer gcitag ? 

©0 Ifabeit loir, mit ffijKifdjen Satloergen, 

Sit biefen ®t;iilern, biefeit SBcrgeit, 

SBeit fdflimmer afe bie ?J5eft getobt. 

Sd) f;abe felbft ben ©ift an ®nitfeitbc gcgcbcit 
©ie loelfteit l;in, idf ntitjj erteben, 

®afj man bie freemen 3Jtorber lobt. 
sHJnflnee. SBie fount iljr end; barniit betritbett I 
®f)Ut nid;t eiit brnber SOJaitii gemtg, 

®ie Slitnft, bie man if)ttt iibertrng, 
©eitriffeiil;aft 1111 b fiiittftlidf aiigjuuben ? 

SBcitit bn, alg Silttglittg, beinen SBater cljrft, 
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hands, the end of that pestilence. The applause of the 
multitude now sounds to me like mockery. Oh, could 
you read in my inmost soul, how little worthy have 
father and son boon of such a fame ! My father was an 
obscure, worthy man, who mused on Nature and her 
holy circles in honesty — after his fashion, however — 
with whimsical toil; who, in the company of adepts, 
shut himself up in the dark kitchen, and poured together 
contraries, after endless recipes. There was a red lion, 
a bold wooer, wedded in the tepid bath to the lily, and 
both were then tormented with open flame from one 
bride-chamber into another. If thereupon the young 
cjueon appeared with variegated colours in the glass — 
hero was the medicine ; the patients died, and no one 
inquired who recovered. Thus have we, with hellish 
electuaries, raged in these valleys, these mountains, far 
worse than the pestilenco. I myself have given the 
poison to thousands ; they pined away : I must live to 
hoar people praiso the shameless murderers ! 


WAGNER. How can you trouble yourself about it ! Does 
not a good man enough in practising conscientiously 
and accurately the art which was committed to him 1 If 
you, as a youth, honour your father, you will willingly 
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©0 tnirft bit gent tion il;nt emfjfaitgett ; 

SEeittt bn, afe SJiaitit, bic SBiffcufdjaft bcrmeljrft, 

©0 faun beitt @ot;it git I;bl)ertit 3iel gelattgett. 

Sou ft. D gtiidlid), tucr itod; Ijoffett faint, 

9 ltt§ bicfent SKeer be§ SrrtljumS aiifgutaudjen ! 1065 

SEaS ttmn iticfjt iocifj, ba§ ebeit 6raud;te ntnit, 

Hub itiaS matt lueif;, fatttt matt iticfit braudjcit. 

Sod; faft ltitS biefcr ©titubc fdjoitcS ©lit 
®urd; foldjcit Sriibfiitit uid;t bcrfiinmtern ! 

S3etrad;tc, mie itt Slbcubfoititeglutlj IO7O 

®ic grituumgeBitett .fnittcu fdjintnicru ! 

©ic riidt ttttb iocid;t, bee Sag ift iibcrtcbt, 

Sort cilt fie Ijin uttb fiirbert neiteS Scbcit. 

D baft feitt gfiigel mid; uont SBobcn I;cbt, 

3fjr nad; ttttb intnter nad; 311 ffre&eit ! 1075 

3d) fatj’ tut cluigeit Slbeitbftral;! 

®ie ftitte SBett git ntciitcii giifjen, 

Gnttjmibet atte §i)I)tt, beruljigt jcbcS Sf;at, 

®eu ©ilficrbnd; in golbite ©trbrne ftiejjen. 

9 tid;t fjentmte batttt ben gottergIcid;cu Sattf 1080 

®er toilbe 93 erg ntit alien feineit ©diludjten ; 

©djott tljitt ba§ SJleer fid) ntit ertoarmteit S 3 ud;teit 
S8or ben erftauiiten Slugett auf. 

Sod; fdjeint bie ©ottiu cttblid; ioeggttfinfen ; 

SIKeitt ber nette Sricli eminent, 1085 

3d; cite fort, if;r eln’geg 8id;t git trinfen, 

SBor tttir bett Sag ttttb Ijiuter ntir bie Kai^t, 

®ett fjintntel iiber ntir uitb uitter ntir bie SBeKett. 

(Silt jd;ouer Srattnt, inbcffeit fie cittloeidjt. 

2ld; I 311 be§ @eifte§ gliigelit ltiirb fo Ieid;t 
Sfeiu ftfrfierlidier gltigel fid) gefeden. 
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receive of him ; if you, as a man, enlarge knowledge, 
your son may attain to a higher mark. 


Faust. Oh, happy he who can still hope to emerge from 
this sea of error ! What one knows not, that very thing 
one would like to use ; and what one knows, one cannot 
use. But lot us not embitter the lovely boon of this 
hour with such sadness ! Mark how the green-girt 
cottages shimmer in the glow of the setting sun ! Ho 
movos and recodes ; the day is spent ; yonder he hurries 
off, and quickens new lifo. Oh that no wing lifts me 
from the ground to struggle after, and ever after, him ! 
I should see, in the evorlasting evening-ray, the still 
world at my feet, all the heights kindled, every valley 
lulled, the silver brook flowing into golden streams. 
Not then would the wild mountain, with all its ravines, 
arrest my godlike course. Already the sea, with warmed 
bays, opens before my astonished eyes. Yet the god 
seems at last to sink away. But tho new impulse 
awakens ; I hurry on to drink his everlasting light — 
tho day before me, and tho night behind me ; the heaven 
abovo mo, and under mo the waves. A beautiful dream ! 
meanwhile, he vanishes. Alas ! no bodily wing will 
so easily accompany the wings of tho spirit. Yet it is 
F 
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®ocf) ift c§ fcbem eittgeboren, 

®afj fctn ©eftil;t Ijincntf itnb borlorirtS briitgt, 
3Beittt iiber.unS, tut btnucn 9iattm bertoren, 

Qljr fdjmcttcritb 2ieb bic 2erd;c fiugt, 

SbSeittt iiber fdjroffett gidjtenf)BIjeu 
®er Slbler auSgebrcitet fd;lucbt, 

Uitb iibcr gladjcit, iiber ©ecu 
®er Sraitidj itad; ber ©eimatlj ftrebt. 

as a oner. 8 dj I;atte fetbft oft grittenljafte ©timbeit, 
®od; fold;ctt ®ricb I;ab’ id; nod; nie entf)fuubett. 
SOiatt fieljt fid; tcid;t on SDSalb imb gelbertt fatt, 
®c§ SBogelS gittig tuerb’ id; nie beneiben. 

28ic anberS trageit uit§ bic ©cifteSfreubeit 
SSott 93ud; gu 93ud), Uon 93latt 311 93Iatt I 
®a tucvben SBintentnd;te (;olb nub fd;iin, 

©in felig 2 cbeit loarntet aHe ©licber, 

Uub ad; I entrodft bit gar eiu tuiirbig ipergaiuen, 
©0 fteigt ber gauge $iinniet gu bir nieber. 

S nu ft. ®u bift bir uur beg eincit ®ricb§ betuufjt; 
0 terue nie ben anberit fennen I 
3lnei ©eeleit luoi;uen, ad; t in meiiter 93ruft, 

®ie eiite mill fid; Don ber anberit trenuen; 

®ie eiite l;cilt, in berber SicbcSluft, 

©id; ait bie 2 Bclt, litit (taiitiiteritbeit Drgatten ; 
®ie aitbre I;ebt gelualtfant fid; bout ®uft 
Sit bett ©efilbett I;of;er 2tl;iten. 

0 giebt eS ©eifter in ber 2uft, 

®ie gtnifd;en ©rb’ uttb fpiittntel tjerrfdjeitb loeben, 
@0 fteiget nieber au 8 bent golbtten ®uft, 

Uttb fiiljrt mid) meg, gu neuent, buntem Sebett 1 
8 a, mare nur ein 3 <ntbermantel ntein, 
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inborn in every one that his feelings should press up- 
wards and onwards, when over us, the lark, lost in the 
blue expanse, sings its trilling lay; when over rugged, 
pine-clad heights, tho eagle soars outspread ; and over • 
plains, over seas, the crane is striving towards her homo. 


Wagner. 1 myself have often had whimsical hours, but 
never yet have I experienced such an impulse. One 
easily looks one’s fill of woods and fields. I shall never 
envy tho wing of tho bird. How differently tho plea- 
sures of tho mind bear us from book to book, from page 
to page ! Thence winter nights become pleasing and 
bright ; a happy life warms all one’s limbs ; and ah ! 
when you actually unroll a worthy parchment, the whole 
heaven descends to you. 


Faust. Thou art conscious of the one impulse only ; oh 
never learn to know the other ! Two souls, alas ! dwell 
in my breast ; the ono is bent on separating itself from 
tho other. The ono adheres, in vigorous passion, with 
clinging organs, to the world; the other lifts itself 
forcibly from the dust up to the regions of its lofty an- 
cestors. Oh, if there bo spirits in the air which hovor, 
ruling, between earth and heaven, descend ye from your 
golden atmosphere, and lead me away to new varied 
lifo ! Ay, woro but a magic mantle mine, and could it 
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Hub triig’ er mid; in frentbe Sditber, 

9 Jtir foHt’ er unt bic fbftlid;ftcit ©cluciitber, 

9 iid;t fcit inn eiucit SfBuigSinantef fetjit. 1123 

sssnoucv. SSenifc uid;t bic luoljlbefauute ©d;aar, 

®ic ftrontcnb fid; im ®unftfrcii> iiberbreitet, 

Scut SOtatfcfien taufenbfaftige @cfaf;r, 

Sou alien CSubeit I;cr, bercitet I 

SS011 Siorbett briitgt ber fd;arfe ©eiftergatiu 1130 

9 tuf bid; I;erbci, mit pfeilgcfpijjtcn 3ungen ; 

SSoit SOiorgeu gieljit, uertroduenb, fie I;erau, 

Unb nal;ren fid; Don beincit Suitgcit ; 

SSJeuit fic bcr SJiittng au§ ber SBiiftc fd;idt, 

®ie ©tutt; auf ©lutl; unt beiiten ©d;eitel Ijftufeu, 113s 
©0 briitgt bcr SScft ben ©d;tuarnt, bcr erft erguidt, 

Unt bid; unb getb U nb 2tue 311 erfaufett. 

@ic Ijorctt gent, gum ©d;abctt frot; getoaubt, 

©epordjett gem, tueil fie unS gern betriigen ; 

©ie ftelleu mie bout §immet fid; gefaubt, 1140 

Unb lispetn cttglifd), tuemt fie liigen. 

®od; geljett tuir I ©rgraut ift fd;ott bie SBctt, 

®ie Suft gcfiifjlt, ber SJiebet fciHt ! 
atm SIbcttb fd;fifet titan erft ba§ §au 3 . — 

2 Ba 3 ftetjft bit fo, nub blidft erftaunt IjiitauS ? 1145 

2 Bn 3 fault bid; in ber ®autiurung fo ergreifett ? 

3 nu ft. ©icfjft bit ben fdjloarjen fpuitb bitrd; ©aat tittb ©toppet 
ftreifen ? 

ajanouev. 3d; faf) if;tt fattge fd;oit; nid;t loidjtig fd;iett er 
mir. 

3 nn ft. 93 etrad;t' if;tt redjt 1 fjiir long t;ciltft bn bag iEI;ier V 
shj nonce. 3'iir einen 1)3 libel, ber auf feine SiBeife 
©id) auf ber ©pur beg §erren plagt. 
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bear mo into foreign lands, I would not barter it for the 
costliest garments, for a king’s mantle. 

Wagner. Invoke not the well-known troop which diffuses 
itself, streaming, through tho atmosphere, and prepares 
danger, thousandfold, from all quarters hither, to man ! 
From the North, tho sharp tooth of tho spirits presses 
up to you, with arrow-pointed tongues ; from the East, 
they approach, parching, and feed upon your lungs ; if 
the South sends from the desert those which heap fire 
after fire upon your crown, tho West brings tho swarm 
which at first refreshes, in order to drown you, and field, 
and meadow. Gladly alert for mischief, they like to 
listen, — like to obey, because they like to deceive us ; 
they feign to bo sent from heaven, and lisp like angels 
when they lie. But let us be going ! The world is al- 
ready grown grey, tho air chilled ; tho mist is falling. 
Not till the evening does one appreciate homo. — Why do 
you stand thus, and gaze astonished out there 1 What 
can so catch your attention in the twilight 1 

Faust. Soest thou the black dog ranging through corn 
and stubble 1 

WAGNER. I saw him long since ; he did not seem to me 
important. 

Faust. Regard him well ! For what dost take the brute 1 

Wagner. For a poodle, which, after his wont, is toiling 
and moiling on the track of his master. 
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Smtft. 93 emcrfft bit, luie in lueitcnt ©d)ncdcn!rcife 
@r unt tute tjcr nub intmer italfer jngt ? 
llnb trr’ id) itid)t, fo jicfjt ein 3euerftritbel 
9 (uf feiiteu ipfabctt tjinterbreiu. n 5 5 

aonniicv. !gd) fetje itidjte ate cincu fdjltmrjen ffhtbel; 

Gte ntag bet end; luot)I Stugeutciufdjung fetjn. 

3- n it ft. 50 iir fdjciut c§, bafj er utngifd) tcife ©djliugen 
8u fiinft'gem 33 attb unt ttitfre giifje jtelft. 
no «n iter. $d) fc§’ ifjn ungetoifj tntb furditfant uite nm= 
fpriitgeu, nGo 

SSctl er, ftatt feiitcS fjerrit, jtuci Unbefanitte ficfjt. 

3 «nft. ®er ®reiS toirb eitg, fd^ott ift er uat) ! 

jo no it cv. ©it fieljft, ein tpunb, tntb fciit ©cfficnft, ift bn. 

($v fmirrt uitb jmeifett, tegt fid) auf ben 93 nud), 

Grr loebclt — atteS fjiutbcbraud). 1165 

3 « » ft. ©efcKc bidj 311 uttS ! S’omm fjier ! 
jo no net. (S 3 ift ein fntbelucirnfdj ©tjier. 

©it fteljeft ftitt, er lonrtet auf ; 

®u ffiridjft itjtt an, er ftrebt an bir tjinaitf ; 

SSerlicre lung, er tuirb c 3 bringen, 1170 

Sind) beinent ©tod iite SBnffer fpringeit. 

3 nit ft. ®u l)aft tool)! redjt ; idj finbe nidjt bic ©pur 
93 ou einem @eift, nub nlteS ift ®reffttr. 

JOnnttcv. ©cm fpuitbe, lueitn er gut ge3ogcit, 

SGSirb fctbft ciit loeifer SDtauit gcloogcit. 1175 

3n, bciitc ©mtft uerbient er gnit3 nub gar, 

Gcr, ber ©tubenten trcfffidjcr ©color. 


(<Sie gef;eit in bafl ©tabtlfyoi'.) 
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Faust. Dost mark how ho courses round us, in a wide 
spiral circle, — hither, and over nearer 1 And if I mis- 
take not, a stream of fire moves after on his paths. 

Wagner. I see nothing but a black poodle ; there may 
perhaps bo some optical illusion with you. 

FAUST. Mesoems that lie is drawing magically light 
nooses, for a future toil, around our feet. 

WAGNER. I see him hounding doubtfully and timidly round 
us, because, instead of his master, lie sees two strangers. 

Faust. The circle grows narrow ; ho is already near ! 

Wagner. You see ! A dog, and no phantom, is here. He 
growls and hesitates, lies on his belly ; he wags his tail 
— all dog-fashion. 

Faust. Como along with us ! Come hero ! 

Wagner. It is a very droll brute. You stand still — ho 
bogs ; you call him — ho fawns upon you ; lose anything 
— he will fetch it ; will jump into the water after your 
stick. 

Faust. Perhaps you are right ; I do not find the trace of 
a spirit, and all is training. 

Wagner. Even a wise man gets attached to a dog when 
it is well brought up. Yes, lie thoroughly deserves your 
favour — ho, the rare pupil of the students ! 


( They go within the town-gate.) 
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Giitbirjiut met. 

San ft (tnit fccm $tibcl f;ercintrctenb). 

SSevtaffen (;nb’ id; gc(b ititb 9(itcit, 

®ic due tiefe 9(nd;t bebedt, 

SOlit n(;iutitg§boHcm, (jcit’gcm ©rnitcii 
3 u iut§ bie befjrc ©cetc luccft. 

©ittfdjlnfcit fiitb mm luitbc ®ricbc, 

SOtit jebent ungeftilmen ®(;mt ; 

reget fid; bie SQienfdjentictic, 

®ie Siebe @otte3 regt fid; mm. 

Set; rit(;ig, SJ3ube( i renne ttidjt (jin mtb loiebct- ! 
Slit ber ©djiucdc lun§ fdjitoberft bit (;icr? 

2 ege bid; tjinter ben Dfen nicbcr ! 

SOteiit beftcS Stiffen geb' id; bir. 

SBie bit brnufjen nuf bent bcrgigcit SBegc 
®ttrd; SRettneu imb ©priitgeit ergbjjt ititS f;aft, 
@0 itiiitm unit and; bon mir bie if3ftege, 

91(3 eiit tuiKfotmitncr, ftider ©aft. 

9(d;, lueitit in imfrer engen 3ct(c 
®ie Snmfie frettitblid; toieber bremtt, 

®ann luirb’S in ltitferiit 93nfcii (jellc, 

3 m Bergen, bnS fid; felbcr feititt. 

SBernmtft feiugt luicber ntt 311 ffiredjctt, 
lltib tpoffiiung luieber ait 311 b(iil;'it; 

SWait fe(;ut fid; ttad; beS SebeiiS SBiidjcit, 

9(d; ! itad; bcS SebeitS Quelle (jin. 
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Faust’s Study. (2) 

Faust ( entering with the poodle). 

I have left field and meadows, which a deep night covers, 
and, with inspiring, holy awe, wakes the bettor soul 
within us. Wild impulses are now fallen asleep, with 
every violent action. The love of man is stirring, the 
love of God is stirring now. 


Bo quiet, poodle ! Bun not to and fro ! What are you 
snuffling at hero on the threshold 1 Lie down bohind 
the stove ! I give you my best cushion. As outside, 
on tho mountain path, you have amused us with run- 
ning and bounding, so accept now from mo attention in 
return, as a welcome, quiet guest. 


Ah, when, in our narrow cell, tho lamp burns cheerfully 
again, then all becomes clear in our bosom, — in the 
heart that knows itself. Boason begins again to speak, 
and hope again to bloom ; ono longs for tho streams of 
life, — ah ! for tho sourco of life ! 
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®nurre nic^t, $nbel ! Su ben fieiltgett ®oitcit, 

®ie jefet ntcine gonje ©eel’ umfaffen, 

Sid bcr tl)ierifd)e Sant uitfjt paffen. 

Sir finb gelooljnt, bag bte aJlcnfdjett berlffilfnen, 1205 
Sa§ fie nic§t bcrfteljn, 

®ag fie Hot bem ©itteit unb @d)oncn, 

®a§ tljncit oft befd)ioerlid) ift, nturrett ; 

Sill c§ bet ipunb, loie fie, beJnurrcn ? 

Slier ad) i fdfoit fitfjl’ id), bci bent beftcit Silleii, 1210 
SSefricbiguttg uidjt mcljr atte bem 58 ufcn qiiiHcit. 

2l6er ioarum tnnfj bet ©trout fo bnib bcrfiegcit, 

Unb iuir loicber int ®urfte liegctt ? 

®aboit l)ab' id; fo Diet ©rfaljrimg. 

®odj biefcr Sltaitgel lafjt fid) erfefjeit ; 1215 

Sir ternen ba§ Ueberirbifdje fdjajjen, 

Sir fel)iteit tins itad) Offenbarmtg, 

®ic itirgettbg miirb’ger unb fdjbiter Breititt, 

Site in bem tteuen ®cftantent. 

SOlid) brdngt’g, ben ©runbtejt aufjufdftagen, 1220 

SOlit rebtidjem ©efiil)l cinntal 
®a§ geilige Original . 

Sit ntcitt gcliebte§ ®entfdj jn iibertragen. 

{(Sv cin SSolum auf, unb fd;icft ficty an.) 

@efd)riebeit ftcl)t: „ Sm Slnfang luar ba§ Sort." 

$ier ftocl’ id) fdjoit I Scr l)ilft ntir toeitcr fort ? 1225 

Qd) faittt basS Sort fo Ijod) unntoglid) fdjdgeit, 

3d) ntnfi eS anberg iiberfefjen, 

Setttt idj tiont ©eiftc red)t erlend)tct bin. 

©cfdjriebcn ftel)t : „ 3 m Slttfang mar ber ©ittn." 
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Growl not, poodlo ! Tho brutish sound ill accords with 
the sacred tones which now infold my whole soul. Wo 
are used to men deriding what they do not understand, 
to their grumbling at tho good and beautiful, which is 
often troublesome to them : is the dog disposed to snarl 
at it like them 1 


But ah, I feel already that, with tho best intentions, con- 
tentment wells no longer from my bosom ! But why 
must the stream dry up so soon, and we again lie 
athirst 1 Of that I have so much experience ! This 
want, however, admits of being compensated. We learn 
to prize the supernatural ; wo long for revelation, which 
nowhere burns more worthily and beautifully than 
in the Now Testament. I feel impelled to open the 
original text, just to translate with candid spirit the 
sacred original into my beloved German. 

{He opens a volume , and applies himself to it.) 


It is written : ‘ In the beginning was tho Word.’ Hero 1 
am already at a stand ! Who will help mo on further 1 
I cannot possibly value the Word so highly ; I must 
translate it otherwise, if I am truly enlightened by the 
Spirit. It is written : ‘ In the beginning was Thought.’ 
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aScbcnte inoljl bic crfte Seite, 

Safi bcinc gcbcr fid; itidjt iibcrci(c I 

3ft cd bcr ©inn, bcr ailed mir!t 1111 b fdfjafft ? 

@d folltc ftet;n : „ 3nt Stnfang mar bic Sf raft." 
®odj, and; iitbcm icf) biefed nteberfcEjreiBe, 

©djott luarnt mid; mad, bafj id; babei nidjt bteibe. 
SJtir t;itft bcr ©cift I 2tnf cinmat fcfj’ id; 3?atf;, 

Uab fdjrcibc gctroft : „ 3m Slnfattg mar bic ®f;at." 


Soil id; mit bir bad Qintmcr tf;citcn, 
iPnbef, fo laf; bad fpeutcn, 

@0 taf; bad S3cHen 1 

©old; ciucn ftorcnben ©cfclteit 

SJtag id; iiid;t in bcr 3idt;c tciben. 

(Sincr Dim uitd bcibeit 
SJtufi bie ScHe meiben. 

Ungent t;eb’ id; bad @aftred;t auf, 

®ie ®f;iir’ ift offen, i;aft freicn 2auf. 
2EE)Cf tuad nmfj id; fei;cn ! 

Sami bad natiirtidj gcfd;er;cn ? 

3ft cd ©d;atten ? ift’d 2Birftid;fcit ? 

2Bic mirb mein Sp.tibcl tang unb breit I 
©r t;ebt fidj mit ©ematt, 

®ad ift itid;t eined §nubed ©eftatt I 
SMd; ein ©efjicnft brad)t’ id; ind §and ! 
@d;on fiet;t er mie ein Slifyfcrb and, 

SJiit feurigen Stugeit, fdjredtidjem ©ebifj. 
D ! bn bift mir gemifj ! 

Stir fotdje t;atbc §i)denbrut 
3ft ©atomonid @d;tiiffet gnt. 
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Consider well tiro first lino, that thy pen be not over- 
hasty ! Is it Thought that works and creates everything 1 
It should stand : ‘ In the beginning was Force.’ Yet, 
even as I am writing this down, something warns me 
already not to keep to it. Tho Spirit helps mo ; all at 
once I seo guidance, and write confidently : ‘ In tho 
beginning was Action.' 


If I am to share the room with you, poodle, cease howling, 
cease barking ! I cannot endure so disturbing a com- 
panion near. One of us two must cpiit the cell, lic- 
luctantly, I withdraw hospitality ; the door is open ; 
you have froo range. But what do I see 1 Can 
that como to pass naturally 1 Is it shadow 1 Is it 
reality 1 How long and broad my poodlo grows ! Ho 
raises himself with violonce : that is not the form of a 
dog ! What a phantom I have brought into the house ! 
He looks already like a hippopotamus, with fiory eyes, 
terrific teeth. Oh, I am sure of thee ! For such a half- 
hellish brood, Solomon’s koy is good. 
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GJciftcr (aufbctn ©angc). 

®rinnen gefaitgcn ift einer I 
Sicibct ijaufjcit, fotg’ il)nt feiner ! 
SBic im ©ifeit bet gudj§, 

Qngt eiit alter £8KenIucf)§. 

2lbcr gebt 2td)t ! 

©dftoebet I)in, fdjluebet luieber, 
2luf uitb itieber, 

Hub et Ijat fid) Io£>gcntnd)t. 

Sbontit it)r iijni niijjen, 

Safjt ii)it iiici^t fifjcit I 
®cnn cr tljat unS alien 
©d)ott Diet 511 ©efadeit. 

Bn a ft. ©rft 311 begegiteit bent ££)iere, 

Stand)’ id) ben ©f)tud) bet Sieve : 
©aiamaitber foil giiiijen, 
Uttbene fid) luiitben, 

©t)if)I)e Berfdjlmubeit, 

Soboib fid) muifen I 

SSSer fie itid)t feitnte, 

®ic ©temente, 

SI)te Staff 
Unb Eigenfd)aft, 

SSBate fein SJieiftct 
Ueber bie ©eifter. 

Serfc&luinb’ in giamnten, 
©atmnanber ! 
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Spirits {in the passage). 

One is caught within ! Stay without ! Follow him none ! 
As tlio fox in tho gin, quakes an old lynx of hell. But 
beware ! Hover thither, hover hack, up and down, and 
he has got himself looso ! If ye can aid him, leave him 
not ill the lurch ! For at other times he has done many 
a favour to all of us. 


Faust. First, to confront tho beast, I use tho Sentence of 
tho Four : Salamander shall glow, Undine writhe, Sylph 
vanish, Cobold toil ! 


He who knew them not, — the elements, their strength 
and quality, — were no master over the spirits. 


Vanish in flames, Salamander ! Flow rushingly together, 
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3Initfdjcitb ffiefje gufommen, 

Uitbctic I 

Seudjt’ in SUieteorcnfcIjoitc, 

©tjfyljc ! 

23tiitg’ I;ciu§Iid;e §iilfe, 

Incubus ! Incubus ! 

Suit IjerDor uub limcljc ben ©cljlufj ! 

SfetucS bet SSicrc 
©tedt iit bent ®I)ierc. 

tiegt gang rnljig uub griuf't mid) nu ; 
8dj fjab’ iljm uoclj itidjt tuelj getljcut. 

®n foKft mief) Ijoreit 
©tatfet BefdjtDiSren. 

SSift bit, ©cfelle, 

(Sin gludjtiiitg bet fpiille ? 

©0 ficlj bieS geidjen, 

®ent fic fid) bengen, 

®ie fdjiuarsen ©djnareit 1 

Sdjott fdjluint eS nuf mit botftigeit gonren. 

SScrluorfneS SBefcti I 
Knunft bu it) it lefen, 

®eit ilie eitlfprofstteit, 
lliicuiSgeffirodjiteit, 

®urd; aile ipintmel gegojjueit, 
grebeitilid) bittdjftodjneit ? 
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1300 


I 3 °S 


Winter ben Ofeii gebaitnt, 
Sdjluidt eS luie ein (Stepl;aut ; 
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Undine ! Shine, Sylph, in meteor-beauty ! Bring 
homely help, Incubus ! Incubus ! Step forth, and 
make an end ! 


Not one of the Pour sticks in the beast: he lies quite 
calm, and grins at me ! I have not yet hurt him. Thou 
shalt hear mo conjure more strongly. 


Art thou, comrade, a fugitive from hell 1 Then see this 
sign, to which they bow, — the black legions ! 


Already it swells up, with bristling hairs. 


Reprobate being ! canst thou read him,- -the never-origin- 
ated, unexpressed, diffused through all heavens, crim- 
inally transpierced 1 


Spellbound behind tho stove, it is swolling like an 
elephant ; it fills up tho wholo room ; it is about to molt 
G 
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1312-1338 


®en goitjen 8taum fiillt eg an, 

©g mill jum SJleBel 3 erftiefjen. 

©teige iticfjt 31m ®edc Ijinan I 

Sege bid) 3U beg SKeifterg giifjen ! 1315 

®u fiefift, bafj id) nidjt bergebeng brotje. 

Qd) berfcnge bid) mit ^eiligev Sotje ! 

©rtoarte nidfjt 

®ag brcintal gtiiljenbe fiidjt 1 

©rtoarte nidjt 1320 

®ic ftcirlfte non nteiiten Siinfteit ! 

(tritt, intern ber Ulebet ffillt, geffeibet tote eiit fafjrcnber 
<S^otaflicu8, Winter bem Dfcit f;etiooc). 

aBoju ber Sarin ? mag ftet)t bem $ernt 311 ®ienften ? 

Sau ft. ®a§ atfo mar beg Spubetg Stern I 
(Sin fatjrenber ©cotaft ? ®er ©afug mad)t utid) tadieu. 
afcni)ifto)j()cic3. Qd) fatutire ben getel)rtcn §errn I 13=5 
3f)r Ijabt ntic^ mciblid) fdjmifcen mad)en. 

Saw ft. SBie nennft bn bid) ? 

»tc)if)ifto))()ctc3. ®ie grage fdjeint mir flein 

giir eiiten, ber bag SDSort fo feljr berad)tet, 

®er, meit entfernt bon attern ©diein, 

•Jhtr in ber SBefen ®iefe tradjtet. 1330 

San ft. S3ei end), itjr §errn, fann man bag SBcfeit 
©etobljntidj aug bent Stamen lefeit, 

2Bo eg fid^ aUjubeutlicfi tucift, 

SBernt man end) gtiegengott, SSerberber, Sitgitcr tjeifit. 

SRun gut, mer bift bu beitn ? 133s 

<Btcfit)tftofitjcic3. ©in ®f)eil bon jeiter Straft, 

®ie ftetg bag S3ofe mill nub ftctg bag ©utc fdjafft. 

Sait ft. SBag ift mit biefem UlcitTjfelmort gemeint? 
soicfifyiftofiOcf c§. 3d; bin ber ©eift, ber ftetg benteint! 


Faust’s Study ( 2 ) 


99 


into mist. Mount not up to the coiling ! Lay thyself 
at thy master’s feet ! Thou seest that I threaten not in 
vain. I will scorch thee with holy fire. Await not the 
triple-glowing light! Await not the strongest of my 
arts ! 


(Mepiiistopheles, while the mist is sinking, comes forward , dressed 
like a travelling scholar, from behind the stove, ) 

Mephistopheles. Why this noise 1 What is the gentle- 
man’s pleasure t 

Faust. That, then, was the kernel of tho poodle ! a' travel- 
ling scholar 1 The casus makes me laugh. 

Mephistopheles. I salute the learned gentleman. You 
have made me sweat soundly. 

Faust. What is your name ? 

Mephistopheles. The question seems to mo petty for one 
who so much despises the Word; who, far removed from 
all seeming, strives only [to ponetrate] into the depth of 
things. 

Faust. With you gentlemen, one may ordinarily under- 
stand tho being from the name, where it appears all too 
plainly if you are called Fly-god, Destroyer, Liar. Now, 
then, who are you t 

Mephistopheles. A part of that power which is con- 
stantly willing ovil, and constantly producing good. 

Faust. What is meant by this riddle 1 

Mephistopheles. I am the spirit that constantly denies ! 


100 


Souf » 




Unb bag mit 9 led)t : bemt altcS, long entftefjt, 

3ft merit), bafi e§ 311 ©rtutbc getjt ; 1340 

Stunt bcffer miir'g, bafi nic^ts entftiinbc. 

@0 ift bentt atleg, mag it)t ©iittbe, 

Qerftorung, furs bag S 3 Sfe netntt, 

SJtcitt eigenttid)Cg ©lenient. 

it ft. Sit ncnnft bid) einett Sljeit, unb ftcl)ft bod) gait3 tier ntir? 
ancftiitftoMicrcs. Scfdjcib’ue 2 Bat)rI)eit fpred)’ tdi bir. 1346 
SBeutt fid) bet' SUteitfd), bic fteiue 'Jtarrenmctt, 

®emot)ntid) fiir citt ®mi3e§ Ijcitt ; 

3 d) bin cut St)eit beg Stfeitg, bet Stnfangg aKeg tont, 

©in Stjeil bet ginfternijj, bie fid) bag 2 id)t gebar, 1350 
Sag ftolge 2 icf|t, bag nnn bet 3 Jtnttcr 9 tad)t 
Sen alteit 9 taitg, ben 3 tanm itjr ftreitig ntad)t. 

Unb bod) getingt'g ifjnt itid)t, ba eg, fo Diet eg ftrebt, 
SSerfjaftet an ben Sforpern ttebt ; 

SSoit Storperit ftrbtnt'g, bic SfiJrper nmd)t eg fd)on, 1355 
©in Sforper fjentmt'g anf feittem ©aitgc; 

©0, Ijoff' id), bauert eg nid)t lattge, 

Unb mit ben SBrjietn toirb’g 311 ©ruttbe gefjn. 

S mt ft. Stmt feint' idj beiite murb’gen 5 pfiidjtcu ! 

Sn fannft itn ®tofjen nid)tg oernid)tcn, 136° 

Unb fdngft eg nun itn SHeittett an. 

Unb freitidj ift uid)t Diet bamit getfjait. 

2Bag fid) bent Stidjtg entgegenfteUt, 

Sag ©tioag, biefe pfuntpe SKJelt, 

©0 Diet afg id) fd)ott unternommen, 136s 

34 mufjte nid)t iijt beijufonttuen, 

2 Jtit SBetlen, ©tiirmeu, ©djiittetu, SSroitb ; 

®erut)ig bleibt ant ©ttbe ®ieet uitb 2aub ! 

Unb bent oerbammten Settg, bet Sfjier* unb aJtenfcfjenbnt. 
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and justly so ; for everything which comes into being is 
worthy that it should go to ruin ; better therefore were 
it that nothing should come into being. So, then, 
everything which you call sin, destruction — in short, 
Evil — is my proper element. 

Faust. You call yourself a part, and yet stand whole 
before me 1 

Mephistopheles. I tell you the modest truth. Though 
man, folly’s microcosm, commonly esteems himself a 
whole, I am a part of the part which, in the beginning, 
was All ; a part of the Darkness which brought forth to 
itself Light — the proud Light, who now contends with 
Mother Night for her ancient rank and space. And yet 
I10 succeeds not ; for, strive as much as he may, he 
cleaves, captured, to bodies. From bodies ho streams ; 
bodies he makes fair ; a body stops him on his course. 
So I hope he will not last long, and will, with bodies, 
perish. 

Faust. Now I know your worthy functions ! You can 
destroy nothing on a groat scalo, and are now setting 
about it on a small one. 

Mephistopheles. And, candijlly, not much has been done 
in that way. That which is opposed to nothing — the 
something, this clumsy world — much as I have already 
tried, I have not been ablo to get at it with waves, 
storms, shakings, fire. Sea and land remain tranquil 
after all ! And of the damned trash — the brood of 


102 


a?«*uf i 


1370-1400 


®ent ift nun gar nicfjts anjutjaBen. 

SSBte Bicle I;aB’ id) fdjon BegraBctt ! 

Unb immer circutirt ein neue§, fvtfdjcg SSIut. 

@0 ge!;t e§ fort, man ntodjtc rafenb tuerbett I 
®er 2 uft, bent 2 Baffer, toie ber (Srben 
(Sntloinbett taufenb feline fief), 

3 nt ®ro(fnett, geudjteit, SBarntcit, fatten ! 

§att’ icf) ntir nid^t bie glantnte OorBeI;aItett, 

3 dj fjiittc nidjt§ Slpartg fiir ntidj. 

3 n it ft. ©0 fetjeft bn ber elnig regen, 

®er !jcilfant fcfjaffeitbcn ©etoatt 
®ic fafte ®eufe!§fauft entgegeit, 

®ie fid; OergcBenS tiidifdj Baflt ! 

SSJaS anberS fnd;e 311 Beginnen, 

®e§ Sr;aoS tounberIid;er <So!;tt ! 
a»cj>t)iftoni>ctc8. SGStr toolkit luirtlid; uttS Bcfinucu ; 1385 

®tc nfidjftenmale ntcfjr baBoit ! 

®iirft’ id; tool;! bicSnta! mid; entfernen ? 

Saitf*. 3d; fe!je nidjt, loarunt bn fragft. 

3 d; I;a6e jcfjt bid; tennen lenten ; 

93 efud)c nun ntidj, toie bn magft. 1390 

§ier ift ba§ genfter, fjier bie ®t;iire, 

(Silt 3 iaud;fattg ift bir and; getoifj. 
sotcOOiftooijctcs. ©efte!;’ idj'8 ttur ! baft id; IjinauSfpajicre, 
SSerBietct ntir eitt IfeitteS fpinbernifj, 

®er ®rnbenfnf; attf ettrer ©djtoede. 1395 

Bnuft. ®a8 ipetttagrantnta mad;t bir ifSeitt ? 

(Si, fage tnir, bu <So!;tt ber fjode, 

SESetttt bag bid; Banitt, toie famft bu bemt !;ereitt ? 

SBie toarb eitt fotd;er ©eift Betrogeu ? 
sotcOBtftoOBeies. 33 efd;aut eS red;t 1 eS ift uid;t gut ge3ogeu ; 


1370 


1375 


1380 


Faust’s Study ( 2 ) 


103 


brutes and men — of that there is now no getting the 
better at all. How many have I buried already ! And 
a new, fresh blood is ever circulating. Things go on 
so — it is enough to make one mad. From the air, the 
water, as from the earth — in dryness, moisture, heat, 
cold — a thousand germs detach themselves. Had I 
not reserved flume, I should have nothing apart for 
myself. 

Faust. So, to the eternal motion — the beneficently crea- 
tive force — -you oppose your cold devil’s fist, which 
clenches itself maliciously in vain ! Try, wondrous Son 
of Chaos, to begin something else ! 

MEPHISTOPHEl.ES. We will really bethink ourselves ; more 
of that next time ! Might I be permitted this time to 
retire 1 

Faust. I see not why you ask. I havo at present made 
your acquaintance ; call on mo now as you feel inclined. 
Here is the window, here the door ; you may also make 
certain of the chimney. 

Mephistopiiei.es. I must confess it at once ; a small ob- 
stacle forbids that I should walk out — the wizard-foot 
on your threshold. 

Faust. Tho pentagram troubles you 1 Why, toll me, you 
Son of Hell, if that confines you, how came you in 1 
How was such a spirit cozened 1 

Mephistopheles. Look at it well ! it is not rightly 
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ftmtft 


®er cine SCBxntel, ber ttad) aufsctt 511, 1401 

3ft, luie bu fieljft, cut loettig offett. 

3mtft. So§ Ijflt ber 8ufall gut getroffcn ! 

Hub ntcin ©efangner tuiirft bcmt bu ? 

®ag ift bou intgefaljr geluugcu I 140s 

3Hcpt)iftout)cic3. ®er t)Subel nterfte nidjtg, ate cr fjereinge« 
fprungen, 

®ie @adje fiet;t fej)t anberg au§ ; 

®cr ®cufcl !amt nid^t auS bent §auS. 

3nuft. ®ocf| tuarum geljft bu nicf)t burd)’g gcitftcr ? 
s»tc(j()iftot)t)cic 3 . ’3 ift etn ©efefj ber ®eufef uttb ©efpenfter : 
SGSo fie fjereiitgcfd)fupft, ba iitiiffeu fie f)ittaug. 1411 

®ag crfte ftetjt uitg frei, Beint jineitert fiitb tuir Sfnedfjte. 
gnu ft. ®ic fmtfe felBft fiat ifjre SRed^te ? 

®ag fittb’ id) gut, ba liege fid) eitt f] 3 aft, 

Uttb fid)cr tuof)f, ntit eud), if)r tgcrrett, fdf;Iiegeu ? 1415 

ancfiftiftofiijctcs. SBaS matt ucrfpricfjt, bag folfft bu rein gc= 
niejfeit, 

®ir tuirb babott ttid)te atgejiundt. 

®od) bag ift nid)t fo furj ju faffen, 

Hub tuir Betyredjett bag 3itncid)ft ; 

®od) jcjjo Bitt’ id), f)od) uttb f)iid)ft, 1420 

giir biefegntaf mid) 3U entfaffeit. 

3 nu ft. ©o bfeibe bod) uod) eitten SftigeuBIicf, 

Unt ntir erft gute 2M)r ju fagett. 
t9i]cf>f)iftv))f)i'ic3. 3e()t tag ntid) fog I id) fotuntc ftafb juriid; 

®attu utagft bn nod) SBetiebeu fragett. 1425 

3 nu ft. Qd) fjabe bir nid)t uad)geftet(t, 

S 3 ift bu bod) fefbft ing ©artt gegattgctt. 

®ett ®enfef gatte, tuer if)tt gait ! 

@r tuirb igit iticgt fo Balb junt jtueitenntale fattgett. 
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drawn; one angle — the one on the outside — is, as you 
see, a little open. 

Faust. That has chance well hit ! And you, then, should 
be my prisoner ? That has prospered by accident. 

Mephistopheles. The poodle noticed nothing as I 10 sprang 
in. The affair looks differently now ; the devil cannot 
get out. 

Faust. But why do not you go through the window 1 

Mephistopheles. It is a law of devils and phantoms: 
where thoy have slipped in, there must they out. The 
first is freo to us ; as regards the second, we are slaves. 

Faust. Hell itself has its laws 1 I am glad of that. Then 
it would be possible to conclude a bargain, — and a bind- 
ing one, surely, — with you gentlemen ? 

Mephistopheles. What is promised, that shall you enjoy 
in its entirety ; nothing of it will bo pinched off from 
you. But that is not a matter for a few words, and we 
will discuss it the next time ; but at present, I beg you 
most earnestly to release me this once. 

Faust. Pray, wait yot a moment, to givo me, first, somo 
good intelligence. 

Mephistopheles. Let mo go at present ! I shall soon 
come back : then you may question as you like. 

Faust. I have laid no traps for you ; why, you have 
yourself gone into the net. Let him hold the devil who 
holds him ! He will not so soon catch him a Becond 
time. 
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ajicvt)iftoi)0cic3. SEBeutt bir’S beliebt, fo bin icfj mid) bereit, 
®ir jur ©efellfd)aft f)iet ju bleibeit ; 1431 

®od) mit SScbingnijj, bir bie Sett 
®urdj meirte Swifte toiirbig p Ucrtrcibeu. 

Sn» ft. Qdj fcf)’ e§ gern, ba§ ftcljt bir ftei; 

Sto bafj btc Jffmtft gefftHig fet) ! 143s 

ancf)i)ifto)it)ctc3. ®u inirft, nteiu greiutb, fur beiite ©fatten 
Sit bicfer ©tuitbc ntefjr gettriitneu, 
ait§ in be§ QrtfjreS ©inertei. 

2Bn§ bir bie garteit ©eifter fingen, 

®ie fdjiSncn SBilber, bie fie bringeit, 1440 

©fab nid^t eiit teereS ffaubcrfpiel. 

Slitd) bein ©eritd) luirb fid) crgefjeit, 

®autt loirft bu beiiten ©aumen Ic{jen, 

Uitb bann eutgitcft fid) beiit ©efitljl. 

Sereituitg braud)t e3 itidjt toorait ; 144s 

Seifammen finb loir, fmtget an 1 
©ciftct. ©d)iuinbet, ifjr bitnfelu 

SBBIbintgen brobeu ! 

Sleijenber fd)auc 

gremtblid) bcr blau 1450 

2(ctf)er fjereiit I 

SSBcireit bie bunfeln 

2Bolfeit jerromteit 

©ternetein fimfeln, 

SDiitbere ©omten 1455 

©d)einen barein. 
fpimntlifdjer ©Bljne 
©eiftige ©djoue, 

©djltmnfenbe SBeugung 

©djtoebet ttoriiber, 1460 
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Mepiiistopiieles. If it pleases you, I also am ready to 
stay here to keep you company ; but on condition of 
whiling away the time worthily for you by my arts. 


Faust. I shall like it ; that is allowed you, provided only 
that the art be agreeable. 


Mephistopiieles. You will gain, my friend, more for 
your senses in this hour than in the monotony of a year. 
What the dainty spirits sing to you — tho fair images 
which they bring — aro not an empty play of magic. 
Your smell also will be regaled ; you will then gratify 
your palate ; and then your sense of touch will bo 
ravished. Making ready beforehand is not needed ; wo 
are together — begin ! 


Spirits. ‘ Vanish, ye dark vaults above ! More charmingly 
let tho blue ether look kindly in ! Would that tho dark 
clouds were melted away ! Starlets sparkle, softer suns 
shine in. Spiritual beauty of the heavenly sons, a 
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©epeitbe S^etgmtg 
gotget IjinuBer ; 

Uttb ber ©ciDcinber 
gttitteritbe 93ciitber 

®edeit bie Sattber, 1465 

®ecleit bie SnuBe, 

2Bo fid^ fitrg SeBett, 

SEief in ©ebnufeit, 

SieBeitbe geBcit. 

SnuBe Bei SnuBe I i 470 

©proffeube 31nn(cit ! 

Snftenbc ®rnu6c 
©Hirg in§ SBeptter 
®rnngenbcr Setter, 

©tiirgcu in Siidjeit 1475 

©djiiunteube 2Beine, 

9tiefelit bitrd) reine, 

©bie ©eftcine, 

Saffcit bie $oIjcit 

Winter fid) liegcn, 1480 

Sreiten ju Seen 
©icl; tints ©citiigeit 
©riiiteuber Ipiigel. 

Uub b aS ©cfliigel 

©djttirfet fid) SBouite, 1485 

glieget ber ©onite, 
glieget ben ptteit 
Snfelit eutgegen, 

®ie fid) nitf SBetleii 

©niiMnb Beluegeit ; J490 

2Bu luir in ©fjiiren 
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swaying curve, floats by ; longing inclination follows 
over. And tho fluttering ribbons of their garments cover 
the fields, cover the bower where lovers, deep in thought, 
give themselves for life. Bower on bower ! Sprouting 
tendrils ! Tho down-weighing cluster tumbles into the 
vat of tho hard-squeezing press ; foaming wines tumble 
in streams, purl through pure procious stones, leavo tho 
heights lying behind them, broaden into lakes around 
tho charm of green-growing hills. And the winged 
throng sips delight, flies to tho sun, flies towards tho 
bright isles which dancingly move on the waves ; where 
wo hear shoutors in choruses, see dancers over the 
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1492-1520 


Igaudfeenbe fjoreu, 

UeBer ben Sluen 
Xcutjcitbc fdjauen, 

$ie fid; int greien i 49S 

Stile jerftreuen. 

(Sinige Himnten 
UeBer bie gBIjeti, 

Stnbere fdjtoimmeit 

UeBer bie Seen, 1500 

Stnbere fd;tocBeit ; 

StHe 311m SeBeit, 

Stile jur gerne 
SieBenbcr ©terne, 

©etiger $utb. 1505 

(Sr fdjtdftl ©0 redjt, it;r tnft’gen, jnrtcit 

gungen ! 

Sfjr tjaBt il;it treulidj eingefungen ! 
giir bie§ (Soitcert Bin icfj in eurer ©djulb. 

®n Bift nod) nidjt ber SKann, ben Seufct feftjutjatten ! 
Umganfctt ifjn mit fiijjen Srnuntgeftatten I 1510 

93 erfenft itjn in ein Slieer be§ SBafutS ! 

®od; biefer ©djlocltc 3 nuBer 311 jerfpatten, 

SBebarf idj eiiteg SiattenjatjnS. 

Sticfjt tnnge Brand;’ id; 311 BejctjfoBren ; 

©djoit rafdfjett eine f;ier, unb toirb fogteid; mid; fioren. IS i 5 

Ser $err ber Siatten unb ber SJiiiufe, 

®er gtiegeit, griifdje, SBanseit, Saufe, 

S 3 efiet;tt bir, bid; fjeruorjutuageu 
Unb biefe ©d;luette 3n Benagen, 

©0 ioie er fie mit Del Betupft — 
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meadows, who are all disporting in the open air. Some 
climb over the heights, others swim over tho lakes, 
others are hovering — all towards life, all towards the 
farness of loving stars, of blissful grace.’ 


Mephistopheles. He sleeps ! Well done, ye airy, deli- 
cate youngsters ! Yo have fairly sung him to sleep. 
For this concert I am in your debt. Thou art not yet 
the man to hold fast tho devil ! Play around him with 
sweet dream-shapes, sink him in a sea of illusion ! But 
to rive tho spell of this threshold, I require a rat’s tooth, 
I need not conjure long : one is already rustling here, 
and will hear me directly. 


Tho lord of rats and mice, of flies, frogs, bugs, lice com- 
mands thee to venture forth, and to gnaw this threshold 
as soon as he touches it with oil : — thero thou com’st 
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Sn tontmft bit fdjon tjerborge^u^ft ! 

9 tur frifdj an§ SSert ! ®ie ©ftifje, bie mid) Bannte, 

©ie fifet ganj Dornen an ber S'attte. 

Sftod) etiten S 3 tg, fo ift’S gefdjeljn I — 

Sfatn, gaufte, traume fort, Big loir nttS tuieberfeijn ! 1525 

Son ft (erioadfcnb). SBitt id) bettit aBermalS Betrogen? 
S 3 erfd)toinbct fo ber geiftcrrcidjc ®rang, 

®afj mir eiit Sraunt ben ®eufel borgelogeu, 

Unb baf) ein iJSttbel ntir entffirang ? 

©tufctrjimitier. 

Srflttft. 3fleJrtjiftoJjTjcIc3. 

gaiift. @S Itofift? herein! 2Ber ioitl mic§ loieber plagen? 1530 
ancOOiftooDcicci. 3 d) Bin’s. 

Snuff- herein! 

ancoiitftotJiicics. ®it mufjt e§ breimnl fagen. 

3 nu ft. herein benn! 

ancprjtftotiticics. ©0 gcfadft bu mir. 

28 ir loerben, Ijoff’ idj, unS Oertragen 1 
®enn bir bie ©riUcit ju oerjagen, 

33 in id), alS cbler Stutter, fjier, 

3 n rotf)ein, golboerBranitent ftieibe, 

®aS SUMnteldjcn bon ftarrer ©eibe, 

®ie §al)ttenfeber nuf bent §ut, 

3 Jtit eittem langen, fbijjen ®egen, 

Unb ratfjc nutt bir, furs unb gut, 

®ergieid)ett gicidjfaUg anjulegett, 

®amit bit, loSgeButtben, frei, 

©rfaljreft, toaS bag SeBen fet). 

Snuft. Sit jebetn ffileibe hterb’ id) loot)! bie ifSein 
®eg engen (SrbeleBeitg fidilett. 
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hopping forth already ! Now quick to work ! The 
point which confined me lies right in front, on the ledge. 
One bite more, and it is done. Now, Faust, dream on 
till we see each other again ! 

Faust ( waking ). Am I, then, once more deceived 1 Does 
the spiritual throng vanish — so that a dream has fabled 
to me the devil, and [only] a poodle escaped me 1 


Faust. Mephistopheles. 

Faust. A knock t Come in ! Who wants to plague me 
again 1 

Mephistopheles. It is I. 

Faust. Come in ! 

Mephistopheles. You must say it thrice. 

Faust. Come in, then ! 

Mephistopheles. Thus you please mo. We shall, I hope, 
agree. For, to chase away your vapours, I am here as a 
young noble, in red gold-laced coat — the little mantle 
of stiff silk, the cock’s feather in the hat — with a long 
pointed sword ; and, to ho brief, I advise you also to 
put on the like ; so that, unrestrained, free, you may 
try what life is. 

Faust. In evory dress, I dare say, I shall feel tho torture 
of earth’s narrow life. I am too old merely to play, too 
II 
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s«»f i 


3 d) Bin 511 alt, uni nur 511 fpieleit, 

3 u jung, unt oljnc SBuitfd) 311 fctju. 

28 a§ taint bie SBelt ratr tnofjt getoaljren ? 

ErttBeljren foUft bu ! fotlft cnttefjren I 
®a§ ift ber eioige ©efang, 155° 

®er jebent an bie Oljren flingt, 

Sen, unfer gauge? SeBcit long, 
llit? Ijeifer jebe ©tunbe fingt. 

Slur mit @ntfe|en toad)’ id; SJtorgen? auf, 

3 d; iitBtfjte bittre Straiten tneiiten, 1555 

Sen Sag 311 feint, ber mir in feinent Sauf 
Stidjt ©men SBunfdj crfutlcn inirb, nid)t ©incu, 

®er felbft bie Slfjnnng jebcr Sitft 
fOtit eigcnfinnigent Strittel minbert, 

®ie ©dfiJpfung meiiter regeit SBruft 1560 

SKit tanfenb Scbeubfrafceu £)inbert. 

Studj mug id), menu bie Stadjt fid) nieberfenlt, 

SOlid; angftlid) auf ba§ Sager ftrcden ; 

9 lud) ba inirb Seine 9 taft gefdEjenlt, 

SOlic^ tnerben inilbe Srauntc fd)recfen. 1565 

®er ®ott, ber mir im SBitfcn luoljnt, 

Stann tief mein SmterfieS erregen ; 

®er liber alien meiiten Straften tfiront, 

©r !aun uad) anffeit nidjt? belnegeit. 

Unb fo ift mir ba§ ®afetjn eiite Saft, 157° 

®er Sob criuiittfdjt, baS Scbeit mir oedjnjit. 

seicniliftoniicics- Unb bod) ift uie ber Sob ciit gang toitb 
lomutuer ©aft. 

goufi. D felig ber, bent er im ©iegeSglange 
®ic blut’gen Sorbcern urn bie ©djlafe toiubet, 

Sen er, nadj rafd) burcffraf'tem Sange, 
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young to bo without a wish. Say, what can the world 
afford nre 1 Thou shalt do without ! Thou shalt do 
without ! That is the eternal song which rings in every 
one’s ears, — which, our whole life long, every hour is 
singing hoarsely to us. With horror only I awake in the 
morning. I would fain weep bitter tears to see the day, 
which will not, in its course, fulfil for me one wish — 
not one ; which, with perverse carping, lessens even the 
anticipation of every pleasure, and cramps the creative 
work of my active breast with a thousand ugly realities. 
I must also, when night descends, stretch myself 
anxiously on my bed ; oven there no rest is bestowed ; 
wild dreams will affright me. The god who dwells in 
my bosom and can deeply stir my inmost being, who 
reigns over all my energies, — he can effect nothing out- 
wardly. And thus is existence a burden, death desired, 
life to me detestable. 


Mei’HISTOPIIELES. And yot death is never a quite welcome 
guest. 


Faust, oil, happy the man round whose temples, in the 
brightness of victory, he winds the bloody laurels, — 
whom, after tho swiftly raged-through dance, he finds in 
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Souft 


Qn eineg sntcibdjeitg SItnten ftnbct I 
D mar’ id) Dot beg t)oI)en OeifteS Straft 
©utjiidt, cntfeett batjiu ge[un!en ! 
s»icf>ijtftof>Bcic8. Unb bod) fjat jcmanb eiitcit Braunen ©aft 
git fetter 3 ( lad)t nid)t auggetrmtten. 1580 

ffauft. ®ag ©pioniren, fdjeint'g, ift beiitc Suft. 

SUMffenb bin id) nidjt; bod) Diet ift ntir 

Betoufft. 

Sau ft. 2Bemt aug bent fd)redtid)en ©eloufjte 
(Sin fiif) Befamtter ®ott ntidj jog, 

®ett 3 ieft Oott linblid)ent ©efiiljte 1585 

SJUt Stuftaug footer 3eit Betrog ; 

©0 find)’ id) atlent, long bic ©eete 
9 Jlit Sod* tmb ©aufettoert umfpannt, 

Uttb fie itt biefe ®rauert)Bf)te 

StJiit S 3 teitb* unb @d)meid)ettraften Bauiit ! 1590 

S 3 erftitd)t ooraug bie fjolje -Bteinuitg, 

SBomit bet ©eift fid) felbft uiufiingt I 
SScrftudjt bog S 3 tenben bet ©rfdjeinung, 

®ie fid) an unfre ©inne broitgt ! 

S8etftud)t, long ting itt ®tattnten tjemfjett, 1593 

®eg 3 ini)mg, bet Sltantengbauer ®ritg I 
S8etflud)t, toag atg SBefif) ting fd)ntcid)elt, 

2ttg 3 Beib unb Sl'ittb, atg Sinedjt unb tpftug I 

SSerftud^t fet) SJtammon, tnenn init ©djajjen 

©r uttg 311 !itf)nen ®fjaten tegt, :fioo 

SBenit er 3 it ntiifjigem Grgcjjeit 

®ie ifSotftet ting aureate tegt I 

Studj fet) bent SMfatnfaft bet ®rauBeu ! 

Stud) jetter t)iid)fteu SieBegtjnlb ! 

Stud) fet) bet §offttimg ! gtttd) bent ©tauBen, ifios 

Unb Stud) ttor alien bet ©ebutb I 
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a maiden’s arms! Oh that I had sunk away, enrapt, 
exanimate, before the lofty Spirit’s might ! 


Mepiiistopheles. And yet a certain person did not drink 
a brown juice on that night. 


Faust. Playing the spy, it seems, is your pleasure. 

Mepiiistopheles. I am not omniscient; yet much is 
known to me. 


Faust. Since a sweetly familiar tone drew me out of the 
terrible tumult, and beguiled the remnant of childlike 
feeling with the echo of a happier time, — therefore I 
curse all that surrounds the soul with charm and jugglery, 
and confines it in this den of wretchedness with dazzling 
and flattering forces. Accursed, first, the lofty opinion 
with which the spirit surrounds itself ! Accursed, the 
dazzle of appeai'anco which intrudes upon our senses ! 
Accursed, what feigns to us in dreams, — the cheat of 
glory, of lasting namo ! Accursed, what flatters us as 
possession, as wife and child, as servant and plough ! 
Accursed be Mammon, when ho incites us with treasures 
to bold deeds, when I10 adjusts our cushions for indolent 
delight ! A curse be on the balsam-juice of the grape ! 
A curse on that highest favour of love ! A curse bo on 
hope ! A curse on faith ! And, above all, a curse on 
patience ! 
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©ciftcrrfjor (unfi^rtot). 

2Bet)! toe!) I 
®u tjaft fie gerftbrt, 

®ie fdjihte SGSelt, 

9 Jtit ntadjtigcr gauft ; 1610 

©ie ftiirgt, fie gerfciftt ! 

(Sin .fjatbgott Ijat fie jcrfdjtagcu ! 

SDSiv tragen 

®ie ®riimmern inS SiidjtS tjiniiber, 

IXnb Hagen 1615 

Ucber bie Dertonte Set) one. 

3 Kiidjtiget 
®er ©rbcufofinc, 

5f3rad)tiger 

93 aue fie toicbcr, 1620 

Qn beinent SSufen bmte fie auf ! 

Staten £e6en§tauf 
93 egittne, 

StJtit Ijettem ©inue, 

Unb neue Sieber 1625 

®iincn barauf ! 

syic^ijifio^ijcfcs. ®ieS fiitb bie tteinett 
Son ben Stanen. 

$brc, toic jn Snft nnb ®t)atcn 

9 ttt!Ing fie ratfjen ! 1630 

3n bie 2Bett toeit, 

9 tu§ bev (Sinfamtcit, 

SBo ©inne nnb ©dfte ftocten, 

SSottett fie bid) toefen. 

£>i)r’ auf ntit beiitem ©ram 511 fpietcit, i6 35 
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Chorus of Spirits ( invisible ). 

1 Woe, woe ! Thou hast destroyed it, the fair world, 
with mighty hand ; it is precipitated, it falls to pieces ! 
A demigod has shattered it ! Wo hear away tho frag- 
ments into nothingness, and lament over the lost love- 
liness. Mighty one of tho sons of earth, build it more 
splendidly again — build it up in thy bosom ! Begin a 
new course of life with clear senso, and thereupon new 
songs will sound !’ 


Mephistofheles. These are tho little ones of my train. 
Hark, how precociously they counsel to pleasure and 
action ! They wish to lure you into the wide world, out 
of tho solitude whero senses and juices stagnate. 


Cease to toy with your grief, which, like a vulture, 
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1636-1664 


®er, loie ein ©cier, bir ant Seben frifjt I 
®ie fd;Ied;tefte ©efeHfdjaft tiigt bicf; fallen, 

®afj bit ettt SJteitfd; mil SJteitfcfien bift. 

®od; fo ift’g nid;t gemciut, 

®id) unter ba§ S^act ju ftofjen. 1640 

3d; Bin leiner non ben ©rofscit ; 

®od; toittft bn, mit mir bereittt, 

Seine ©djritte burdf/S SeBett nefniteit, 

©0 toil! id) mid; gent Begnenten, 

®ein git fetjn, auf bet ©tcttc. i645 

3 d; Bin bein ©efcHe, 

Unb, mad)’ id) bir 'g redjt, 

93 in id; bein ®ieiter, bin bein fi’nedjt ! 
gouft. Unb tua§ fott id; bagcgen bir erfiillen? 
s»tcn6if<onBctc8. ®agn l;nft bn nod; cine Inttge grift. 1650 
8 a ti ft. Stein, nein 1 ber ®eufel ift ein ©goift 
Unb tl;nt nid;t teid;t nm ©otteS tuiUen, 

3 Ba§ eineitt attbertt niifjtid; ift. 

©prid) bie SBebingung bcutlid; att§ ! 

©in folder ®iener Bringt @efal;r ittS $anS. 1655 

s»icf>0iftiM)ficic8. 3 d; toid mid; ijicr 511 beittcm ®ienft ben 
Binbett, 

9 tnf beittcit SBiuf nidjt rnften unb nid;t rul;it ; 

SKSetttt luir tins bruBett loieber fittben, 

©0 fottft bn ntir ba§ ®Ieid;e tt;mt. 

3 a m ft. ®a§ ®rii6ett fann mid; meitig fiimmern ; 1660 

©d^tagft bu erft biefe 2Bctt 311 ®ritntmern, 

®ie attbre ntng barttad; entftel;tt. 

9 lu§ biefer ©rbe gitiUcit nteitte grenbeu, 

Unb biefe ©ottnc fdjeiitet nteitten Seiben j 
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feeds upon your life ! The worst company will make 
you feel that you are a man with men. Still it is not 
meant to thrust you among the rabble. I am not one 
of the great ; but if, united with me, you will take your 
steps through life, I will readily accommodate myself to 
bo yours upon the spot. I am your companion, and, if 
I suit you, I am your servant, am your slave ! 


Faust. And what am I to do for you in return 1 


Mephistopheles. You have still a long day of grace for 
that. 


Faust. No, no ! The dovil is an egoist, and scarcely does 
for love what is useful to another. Speak out the con- 
dition plainly ! Such a servant brings danger into the 
house. 


Mephistopheles. I will bind myself to your servico 
here , — at your beck not to rest, and not to repose. 
When wo meot again on the other side, you shall do the 
like for mo. 


Faust. The other side can little trouble mo. If you will 
first knock this world to pieces, the other may arise 
afterwards. From this earth well my joys, and this 
sun shines upon my sufferings. If I can onco sever 
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Sann id) mid) erft bon ifjiten fd)eiben, 1665 

®ann mag, mas mill unb fann, gefdjeljn. 

®aUon mitt idj ttid^tS meiter Ijbren, 

D6 man and) fiinftig Ijafjt unb licBt, 
llnb ob eS aud) in jenen ©pljareit 
@iit Dbcn obcr Unten giebt. 1670 

s»ict)i)fftobtKic 3 . 3 n bicfent ©iune famtft bit’s ioageit. 
SSerbinbe bid) I bn foEft, in biefeit ®agen, 

3 Kit greubett rneine Sfiinfte fefjn. 

3 d) gebe bir, tons nod) feiit SUtenfd) gefeljn. 

3 mi ft. 2BaS tbittft bn armet ®eufel geben? 1675 

SDSarb cineS SJtenfdjen ©eift, in feinern l)o!)en ©trcbcn, 

Son beineS ©leidjen je gefafjt ? 

®od) f)aft bn ©pcife, bie itid)t fcittigt, I)aft 
®it rotljeS ©otb, ba§ oI)iie 9 taft, 

Quedfilber gleid^, bir in bcr $anb gerrinnt, 1680 

©in ©pie!, bci bcm man nie geminnt, 

©in Sbtiibdjen, ba§ an nteincr S 3 rufi 

SDtit Stugeln fdjon bem 9 iad)bar fid) Derbiitbct, 

®er @£)re fd)bne ©otterluft, 

®ie, mic cin SJtcteor, berfd)loinbet. 1685 

Seig' ntir bic grud)t, bie fault, ct) man fie bridjt, 

Hub S 3 aume, bie fid) tiiglid) ltcu begriincit ! 
sotcfibiftobbcics. ©in fold)er Sluftrag fdjrcdt midi nidjt, 

Stttit foldjcn ©d)cif)en fanu id) bienen. 

®odj, gitter greutib, bie Sett fommt and) Ijerait, 1690 
SBo mir mas ©ut§ in 9 tut)e fdjmaufen ntiigen. 

K- nil ft. SBcrb’ id) bendjigt je ntid) auf ein gmdbett legeu, 

©0 fei) cS gteid^ urn mid5 getfjan I 
Eannft btt mid) fcfjmeidjetnb je beliigeit, 

®af) id) mir fetbft gefatten mag, 1695 
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myself from them, what will and can may then come to 
pass. I will hear nothing more about it — whether, in 
the future also, there is hating and loving, and whether, 
in those spheres also, there is an above or below. 

Mephistopheles. In this souse, you may vonture it. 
Bind yourself ; and, during these days, you shall see my 
arts with joy ; I will give you what no man yet has 
seen. 

Faust. What, poor devil, wilt thou give 1 Was over 
man’s spirit in its high endeavour conceived by the like 
of thee 1 Truo, thou hast food that satisfies not ; thou 
hast rod gold that, restless, like quick-silver, molts away 
in one’s hand ; a game at which one never wins ; a girl 
who, on my breast, allies herself already with her eyes 
to my neighbour; the fair, godlike joy of honour, that 
vanishes like a metoor! — Show mo tlio fruit that rots 
before one plucks it, and trees that daily grow green 
anew ! 


MEPHISTOPHELES. Such a commission scares mo not ; I can 
provide such treasures. But, good friend, tho time also 
draws near when we may like to feast on something good 
in peace. 


Faust. If over I shall lie down composedly on a couch of 
idleness, bo thero at once an end of me ! If thou canst 
over flatteringly delude me so that I may bo pleased 
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Jtannft bit mid; mit GScttufj betriigen : 

®ag fep fur mid) ber le|te Sag ! 

®ie 2Bette bict’ id) I 
a»cVt)iftol)I)cIc8. Sop I 

Saw ft- Uitb ©cfjlag auf Sdjtag ! 

2Berb’ id) jum 21ttgeitblide fagett : 

SSerioeite bocp ! bu 6ift fo fd^on ! i 7 oo 

®ann magft bu mid; in geffetn fd)lageu, 

®ann mitt id) gent 511 ©rttnbe getjn ! 

®attn mag bie Sobtenglodc flatten, 

®aittt Gift bu beitteS ®icnfteg frei, 

®ic Uf)r mag ftcf)tt, ber Seiger fatten, 1705 

fep bie Qeit fiir ntid) oorbei I 

ancuoiftoubeics. S 3 ebent’ eg moI)ll mir mcrbeit'S tiicfit 
oergeffeu. 

S nu ft. ®aju l)aft bu eitt UotteS diedjt. 

3d) pabe mid) ttid)t frebcntlidp bermeffen ; 

2Bie id) beparre, bin id) Stiicd)t, lyl0 

Ob beitt, loag frag’ id), ober meffeit. 
s»tcf)i)tft»f>bcfe8. 3cp merbe l)eute gleid), beim ®octorfcpmaug, 
Stlg ®tener, titeitte SJSflicpt erfiitteit. 

3iur eittS I — Urn Sebettg ober ©terbeng mitten 
S8itt’ id) mir eitt paar Seilen attg. i 7 i S 

3 nu ft. Stud) mag @efd)riebueg forberft bu, ifScbant? 

©aft bu ttod) feinett Sttlann, nid)t SWaunegmort gefaitnt? 

3ft’g itid)t genttg, baft titcin gefproepneg SBort 
Sluf etoig foil mit meiitett Sagctt fd)a(ten ? 

9laf’t nid)t bie SBelt in attett ©trbnten fort, 

Unb mid) foil cin SSerfpredpen patten ? 

®od) biefer SBaptt ift ttng ittg gerj gelegt ; 

SBer mag fid) gem babon befreiett ? 
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with myself, if .thou canst cheat mo with enjoyment, be 
that for me the last day ! I offer the wager. 

Mbpiiistopheles. Done ! 

Faust. And my hand upon it! If I shall say to the 
passing moment : ‘ Ah, stay, thou art so fair !’ then 
mayst thou lay me in irons ; then will I readily perish ! 
Then may the death-bell sound, then thou art free from 
thy service; the clock may stop, the index-hand fall; 
for me lot time be over ! 

MEPIIISTOPHELES. Consider it well ; wo shall not forgot it. 

Faust. To that thou hast full right. I have not wantonly 
presumed. As I stand, I am a slave— what care I 
whether thino or whose ! 

Mepiiistopheles. This very day, at the Doctor’s feast, 
I shall perform my duty as servant. Only one thing : — 
on account of [the uncertainty of] life or death, I must 
trouble you for a line or two. 

Faust. Pedant, dost thou require something written also 1 
Hast thou known neither man nor man’s word 1 Is it not 
enough that my spokon word shall dispose of my days 
for ever 1 Does not the world rave on in all its curronts, 
and is a promise to hold mo 1 Yet this delusion is 
placed in our hearts — who would willingly freo himsolf 
from it 1 Happy he who bears truth pure in his bosom ; 
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SBegliidt, toer ®reue rein int Sufett tragt, 

®eitt Dftfer ioirb ign je gereuett ! 

Slffeiu ein Spergament, BefcgrieBen unb Begriigt, 

3ft eiit ©efpcnft, bor bent fid; attc fdjeuen. 

®ag SBort erftirbt fegott in ber geber, 

®ic $crr}cgaft fiigren SSJadjg mtb Sebcr. 

S33ag ibiHft bit, Biifcr ©eift, bon ntir ? 

©rg, SKarntor, spergament, papier? 

<3ott id) ntit ©riffel, SlMfjcl, geber fc^reiBett ? 

3d) gcBe jebe SDSaljl bir frei. 

2)tcni)iftoti6cics. StBie rnagft bu beittc 3tebucrei 
3tur gleicfj fo gigig iiBertreifien? 

3ft bod) ein jebeg SIatttf)en gut. 

®u uutergeid)neft bieg ntit cittern Sriipfdjen Slut. 
Bnuft. SBettit bieg bir boHig ©’ttiige tgut, 

@0 mag eg Bei ber grage BleiBett. 
aticnoiftubbctcs. Slut ift ein gang befottbrer ©aft. 
Situ ft. SKitr Seine gurdjt, bag id) bieg Siinbttig Brecge 1 
®ag ©treben nteitter gangett Kraft 
3ft grabe bag, ntag id) berfpreege. 

3d) I)o6c ntieg git god) geBlatjt ; 

3tt beinett 9tang geljdr’ id) nur. 

®er grofje ©eift gat mid) berfegmagt, 
ffior ntir berfd)tiegt fid) bie Sftatur. 
ffieg ®ettleng gaben ift gerriffeit ; 

2Jtir etelt lattge bor atlem SEBiffeu. 

Sag in belt ®iefett ber ©iuutid)feit 
Ung gliigenbe Seibenfd)afteu ftitteit ! 

3n mtburd)brmtguen Sanberguttett 
©eg jebeg SEBuuber gleid) Bereit I 
©tiirgeu loir ttitg in bag 8taufd)en ber 3eit, 
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no sacrifice will ever make him repent ! But a parch- 
ment, written and stamped, is a spectre which all shrink 
from. The word dies away already in the pen; wax 
and leather hold the mastery ! What wilt thou, Evil 
Spirit, of me ? — brass, marble, parchment, paper 1 Shall 
I write with graver, chisel, pen? I give thee each 
option freely. 


Mephistopheles. How can you forthwith overdrive your 
rhetoric so hotly 1 Surely any sort of leaflet will do. 
You will subscribe your name with a little drop of blood. 


Faust. If this will fully satisfy you, it may stand part of 
tlio farce. 


Mephistopheles. Blood is quite a peculiar juice. 


Faust. Only no foar that I shall break this compact ! 
The endeavour of my whole strength is precisely what 
I promise. I have inflated myself too highly ; I belong 
to your grade only. The great Spirit has spurned mo ; 
Nature shuts herself against mo. Tlio thread of thought 
is snapped. I have long boon disgusted with all know- 
ledge. Let us allay our glowing passions in the depths 
of sensuality ! In impervious veils of magic, be overy 
marvel forthwith ready ! Let us cast oursolves into the 
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3 ng Slollen ber S 3 egcbenf)eit 1 
®a mag benit ©dfjnterj unb ©ettufj, 

©eliitgcit unb S 3 erbnifj 
3 Jlit einnitber lsed)fcln, lute eg fault ; 

51 m: raftloS bettjcitigt ficli bcr SJtann. 

SBtcuijtftouitcics. (SucI) iff fein SJtafs unb $iel gcfetjt. i 7 6o 
SB eliebt’g cud) uBeraE gu nafd;cn, 

3m Stieffen etloag gu crljafdien, 

SJefontm’ cud) mofjl, mag cud) ergejjt. 

Slur grcift ntir ju, unb fetjb nid)t bliibe ! 

S<t« ft. ®it tjoreft ja, Son greub’ iff nid)t bic SRcbc. 1765 
®em Samuel meif)’ idj mid), bent fd^mcrglidOftcn ©emtfj, 
SScrlteBteut §0)3, erqutdcnbem S 3 erbritfs. 

SDfcin S 3 ufeu, ber bom SBiffettgbrang gef)eift iff, 

©oH feiitcn ©djnterjen fiiitftig ftd^> Oerfd)liefjcn, 

Unb mag ber ganjen SOlenftfj^eit gugetljeilt iff, i 77 o 

SBill id) in nteincnt innern ©elbft gcniefjen, 

9 Jlit meiuent ©eift bag .§od)ft’ unb Sieffte grcifen, 

3 |r S 5 Sof)I uitb SBef) anf meincn SBufen Ijciufen, 

Unb fo mein eigen ©elbft ju iljrent ©elbft ermeitern, 

Unb, mie fie felbft, am Enb’ aud) id) jerfdjeitern. i 77S 

micooiftonoctcs. D gfattbe ntir, bcr mand)e taufenb 3af)re 
Sin biefer fjarteit ©fieife font, 

®af) bon ber SSBiege big gttr S 3 af)re 
Sfein SJtenfd) ben alien ©auerteig berbattt ! 

©laub' unfer cittern, biefeg ©aitje 1780 

3ft nur fiir eineit ©ott gemad)t I 
©r finbet fid) in einem em’gctt ©lattje, 

Un§ f)at cr in bie ginfternift gebrad)t, 

Uitb end) taugt eittjig Sag nnb Siadjt. 

Snuft. Sltteiit idj miU I 1785 
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rushing of time, into the rolling of accident! There, 
pain and pleasure, success and vexation, may then 
alternate with each other as best they can ! Only 
when unresting does man prove himself. 

Mephistopheles. is 0 measure, or bound, is assigned to 
you. If you like to steal sweets everywhere, to snatch 
at anything as you fly by, much good may what pleases 
you do you ! Only fall to, and don’t be coy. 

Faust. You hear— don’t you ?— the question is not of 
pleasure. I devote myself to the whirl of passion, to 
the most poignant enjoyment, to enamoured hate, to 
animating vexation. My bosom, which is cured of the 
impulse to know, shall henceforth close itself against 
no pangs; and that which is allotted to all mankind 
will I enjoy in my inner self. I will grasp with my 
spirit the highest and deepest ; heap upon my bosom 
their weal and woe, and thus dilate my own individuality 
to theirs ; and, in the end, like themselves, I also will 
be wrecked. 

Mephistopheles. Oh believe me, who many thousand 
years have been chewing on this hard food, that, from 
the cradle to the bier, no human being digests the old 
leaven ! Believe ono of us, this Whole is only made 
for a Ood ! He exists in an eternal brightness ; us he 
has brought into darkness ; and for you, day and night 
only are proper. 

Faust. But I am resolved. 

1 


130 


Sf«»f t 


1786-1815 


®ag tajft fid) tjoreit! 

®ocfj itur Bov ©iitent ift ntir Bang ; 

®ie 3eit ift turj, bie Suitft ift tang. 

Qd) bad)t’, it)t ticket euc^ Betetjren. 

Slffociirt eudj mit cinent if 5 octen, 

Sajjt ben Setrn in ©ebaitten fdjlneifett, 179° 

Unb atte cbten Guatitaten 
2tuf euetn (Stjrenfc^eitel fiaufen, 

®c§ 2o)oen SEttutt), 

®e§ f>irfdje§ ©djnettigfeit, 

®e§ Stationery feurig 33 tut, 1795 

®eb 9 torbeit 3 ®au’r6ar!eit. 

2afit iljtt eud) ba§ ©etjeimnifi finbett, 

©rofimutt) unb Slrgtift 511 OerBiitbcn, 

Unb end), mit tnarmeit QngenbtrieBen, 

9 tadj einem iptane ju Berliebeit. 1800 

9 Wod)te (etbft fold) eiiteit §erren fennen, 

SCSiirb’ ifjn Serat 3 Jti!rofo§mu 3 nettnen. 

Souft. SS 5 a§ Bin id) beitn, tnenit cS nid)t miSgtid) ift, 

®er 9 Jienfd)()eit Stone ju erringen, 

9 tadj bet fid) atte ©inne bringen ? 1805 

anepfttftopfteteg. ®u Bift ant ©nbe — toab bn Bift. 

@ej}’ bit S]3ettiiden anf Bon SOtitXionen Sodeit, 

©e|}’ beinett gttf] auf ettenfjofie ©odett, 

®u BteiBft bodj itnrner, tna§ bu Bift. 

3 a u ft. Set) fufjt’ 3 , OergeBenb t)aB’ id) atte ©dfajje 1810 

®esS ffltenfdjengeiftg auf ntid) IjerBeigerafft, 

Unb menu id) ntid) am ©nbe nieberfejje, 

Guittt innertid) bodj feine iteue Sraft ; 

Qd) bin uid)t unt ein Saar breit t)of)er, 

SBitt bent Unenblicffen nid)t itcifjer. 1815 


Faust’s Study ( 2 ) 


131 


Mephistopheles. There ’s something in that ! But I am 
only anxious for one thing ; — time is short, art is long. 
I should think you would listen to reason. Associate 
yourself with a poet ; let the gentleman sweep in 
thought, and heap all noble qualities on your honoured 
crown,— the lion’s courage, the stag’s swiftness, the 
Italian’s fiery blood, the steadfastness of the North! 
Let him find out for you the secret of combining 
magnanimity with craft, and of your being in love, 
with the warm impulses of youth, after a set plan ! I 
myself should like to know such a gentleman ; I would 
call him Mr. Microcosm. 


Faust. What, then, am I, if it is not possible to wrest 
the crown of humanity which all the senses are pressing 
after 1 


Mephistopheles. You are in the end— what you are. 
Put on wigs of million curls, set your foot upon ell-high 
socks, yet you remain ever what you are. 


Faust. I feel it j in vain have I swept together upon 
myself all the treasures of man’s spirit; and when, at 
the end, I sit down, still no new strength wells up 
within : I am not higher by a hair’s-breadth, am not 
nearer to the Infinite. 
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$auft 


1816-1845 


2HcvOtft°t>i)c>c8. SJieiit guter Jperr, xf)r fetjt bie ©adjen, 

Sie man bie ©ad;eit eben fietjt ; 

SCSir ntiiffen baS gcfdjeibter madjett, 

®I) ung beS fiebeitS Srcube ftietjt. 

28 aS Renter ! freitid) §anb’ unb Siifjc 1820 

Uitb Sbopf unb § , bie fittb bein ! 

®odj atteS, maS id) frifd) gcniefie, 

3ft baS brum lueitiger mein ? 

SBemt id) fec £)0 .fjengfte satjten faun, 

©inb il)rc Strafte nidjt bie nteine ? 1825 

3d) renne ju unb bin ein red)ter 2Jiann, 

9 ttS l)dtt’ id) oierimbsmanjig Seine. 

®runt frifd) ! £afj ntte§ ©innen fct)it, 

Unb grab’ mit in bie SSett Ijineiit I 

3d) fag’ eg bir : ein Seri, ber fpecutirt, 1830 

3ft true ein ®f)ier, auf biirrer tpeibe 

Sou cinent biifeit ©eift im SSrei§ fierunt gefiiljrt, 

Unb ring? umt)er tiegt fd) 5 nc griine SBcibc. 

5 nu ft. SGBic faitgen luir baS an ? 

20tcf>f)iftof>()cic3. SGBir gel)en eben fort. 

9BaS ift bag fiir ein SKarterort ? 1835 

SCSag tjei^t bag fiir ein Sebeit fiifiren, 

©id) unb bie 3ungenB ennutjiren ? 

£afj bn bag bent §crrit SKadjbar SBanft I 

2 Sag mittft bu bid) bag ©trot) jit brcfdjett fdageit ? 

®ag Scfte, loag bu miffeu faitnft, 1840 

®arfft bn ben Subeit bod) nidjt fageit. 

©teidj I)Br’ id) einen auf bent ©aitgc ! 

5 nu ft. SJiir ift’g nidjt mbgtid) it)u ju fetju. 

SBtff>t)tf‘i>bt)ete«- arme Sbttabe ltmrtet lange, 

®er barf nidjt ungetrbftet getjit. 


1845 
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Mephistopheles. My good sir, you see things precisely 
as things are seen ; we must manage that more sensibly, 
before the joy of life flies from us. What the deuce ! 

surely hands and feet, and head and b m, they are 

yours ; but everything which I enjoy with zest, is that 
therefore the less mine 1 If I can pay for six stallions, 
are not their powers mine 1 I course along, and am a 
proper man, as if I had four and twenty legs. Then 
quick ! leave all reflection alone, and straight away with 
me into the world ! I tell you, a fellow who speculates 
is like a brute driven round in a circle on a barren heath 
by an evil spirit, and everywhere about lies fair green 
pasture. 


Faust. How shall we set about it 1 


Mephistopheles. We will just be off. What sort of 
torture-place is this t What sort of life to lead do you 
call this — wearying oneself and the youngsters 1 Leave 
you that to your neighbour, Mr. Paunch ! Why will 
you plague yourself to thresh straw! Why, the best 
you can know, you dare not tell the lads ! I hear one 
just now in the passage. 

Faust. It is not possible for me to see him. 

Mephistopheles. The poor lad is long a-waiting ; he 
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Sou ft 


1846-1872 


Somnt, gieB mir beiitett 3 tod uitb SMfce ; 

®ie SJtaile muj; mtr loftlid; ftefjn. 

(St fleibet fu$ um.) 

9 tuu uBerlctjj e§ meinent SDSifec ! 

Qd; Braude itur ciit S 3 iertelpnbd)en geit ; 

Sttbeffen ntadie bid; 5m fdjBnen gal;rt Bereit 1 1850 

(tSaufi a&.) 

SDicVBiftoBBcicS (in Snufts Iititgem dtlcibc). 

SBcrad;te nur SSerminft unb SBiffcnfdjnft, 

®e 3 9 Jtenfdjen aHerf)od;fie Sbraft, 

Safj mtr in S 3 Iettb< unb 3 auBertt>cr!ett 
®id) non bent Siigengeift Beftarfen, 

©0 f;a6’ id) bid; fdjon unBebingt — 1855 

Sfjnt I;nt ba§ @d;id(nt eittctt ©eift gegeBen, 

®cr itngebanbigt iintner OortuartS bringt, 

Unb beffen iibereilteS ©treBen 
®er ©rbe greubctt iibcrfpringt. 

®en fddepp’ id) burd) ba§ toilbe SeBen, i860 

®urcf) fiacre UnBcbeutenpit ; 

@r foil tnir jappetn, ftarren, fteben. 

Hub feitter Unerfattlidjleit 

©oil ©peif unb ®ran! Bor gier’gett Siftften fd)toe6en ; 

©r tuirb ©rquiduitg fidj umfoitft erflct;n ; 1865 

Unb ptt’ er ftcfj and) nidjt bem ®eufel itbergeben, 

©r miifjte bodj ju ©runbe gcljn I 

(Sin <3c$ii(er tritt cjuf.) 

Srf)iticf. 3 d; Bin nllfiier erft furje 3 eit, 

Unb fontme, Bod ©rgeBenpit, 

©inett Sttnitn 511 fftredjcn unb ju Icmtett, 1870 

®en tide tnir mit ©l;rfurdjt nenttett. 

SBtcVBiftoBbetcS. ©ure fpoftidjteit erfreut mid; fet;r I 
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must not go uncomfortcd. Come, give me your gown 
and cap ; the disguise must suit me famously. 

{He changes his dress.) 

Now leave it to my wit ! I only want a quarter of an 
hour’s time ; meanwhile make yourself ready for the 
fine trip. 

{Exit Faust.) 


Mephistopheles (in Faust’s gown). Only despise reason 
and knowledge, the highest strength of man ; only per- 
mit thyself to be confirmed in delusion and magic by the 
Spirit of Lies ; and then I have thee unconditionally ! 
Fate has given him a spirit which, unrestrained, is ever 
pressing forward, and whose overhasty endeavour o’er- 
leaps the joys of earth. Him will I drag through wild 
living, through flat triviality; he shall sprawl, stand 
amazed, stick fast ; and for his insatiableness, food and 
drink shall hover before his craving lips ; he shall pray 
for refreshment in vain ; and even had he not given 
himself over to the devil, I10 would still be lost. 

(A Student enters.) 


Student. I have been hero but a short time, and come, 
full of devotion, to speak with, and to know, a man 
whom all name to me with reverence. 


Mephistopheles. Your politeness gratifies me much. You 
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1873-1903 


3 f)r fel)t ciitcn SJtamt, luie attbre ntetjr. 

§abt ifjr cud; foitft jd^on umgetfjan ? 

Sdiiitcr. 3d) bitt' cttdi, itefjntt end) meiner on I 1875 

3dj fontnte ntit adcnt guteit SCTdutfi, 

Seibtidjcm ©elb unb frifdjent Slut ; 

SOtcine SJtntter loodte ntidi foam entfernen ; 

Sftbdjte gent tool Siec^tS fjieranfjen lerttett. 

SBtct)t)tfto(»f)cte«. ®a fctjb it)r ebeit recfjt ant Drt. 1880 
Sitjiitcv. Stufridjtig, miidjtc fdjon luieber fort: 

3» biefeit dKauern, biefeit §adctt 
23 id e§ mir feiiteitoegio gefodeit. 

ift citt gar befcfjrdnfter 9 taunt, 

SUatt ficfjt itidjts ©riilted, feitten SBaunt, 1885 

Uttb iit belt ©aten, aitf belt Saitfett, 

93 crgetjt ntir $iiren, ©ef)it mtb ®eitfeit. 

SBtctiijiftoviicics. ®a§ fomntt itur attf ©etuoljitfjeit ait. 

©0 nintmt ein Sbiitb ber SDtuttcr 83rnft 

9 iid)t gteid) ini Sfnfattg midig ait, 1890 

®od) batb erncifjrt e§ fid) ntit £uft. 

©0 tnirb’S end; an ber SBeiSfycit 93 ritften 
SDtit jebent ®age ntefjr geliiften. 

Srfiiiicr. 9 Cit ifjrent fpafe tuid id; ntit greubcit Ijangeit ; 

®odj fagt ntir nur, loie faint id) fjingefaitgen ? 1895 

sptctiijiftovfjctc^. (Srffdrt end), el) if)r inciter gef)t, 

28ad Mcitjft ifjr fiir eiite gacnltiit ? 

Sifjiifcc. 3d) loiinfd)te redit gelefjrt 311 luerbeit, 

Hub miidite gent, ioa§ anf ber ©rbeit 

Hub iit bem tpiniiitel ift, erfaffeit, 190c 

®ie 2Biffeitfd)aft mtb bie SJtatnr. 

SBici)ijiftot>iK(eS. ®a fct)b if)r anf ber recfjteit ©pur ; 

®od) ntiifit ifjr eitdj nid)t jerftrenen faffeit. 
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see a man, like many others : have you yet inquired 
elsewhere 1 

Student. I pray you, interest yourself for me ! I come 
with every good disposition, tolerable means, and good 
spirits; my mother could hardly be brought to part 
with me : I would fain learn out here something worth 
knowing. 

Mephistopheles. Here you are at the very place. 

Student. Frankly, I should like to be off again already : 
these walls, these halls, are by no means to my taste. 
It is a very confined space; nothing green, no tree is 
to be seen; and in the lecture-rooms, on the benches, 
hearing, sight, and thinking fail me. 

Mephistopheles. That only depends on habit. So, at 
first, a child does not take kindly to the mother’s 
breast; yet soon it nourishes itself with pleasure. So, 
with each day, will you take more pleasuro at the 
breasts of wisdom. 

Student. I will hang with joy on her neck; tell me, 
however, how I can get there. 

Mephistopheles. Explain before you go further, what 
faculty you choose. 

Student. I should wish to be profoundly learned, and 
comprehond what is upon earth and in heaven— scienco 
and nature. 

Mephistopheles. There you are on the right track ; you 
must not, however, allow yourself to bo diverted. 
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1904-1933 


Siiiiitct. 3 cf) Bin bnbei mit ©eel’ unb Scib ; 

®odj freiltd^ miirbe ntir beljngen 1905 

Sin wenig greifjeit unb Seitbertreib 
Sin fd^ouen ©ommerfeiertagen. 

sdi c m b t ft 0 i) c 1 c ©ebraucfit ber 3eit ! fie geljt jo jdjnetf bon 


fjinnen ; 

®odj Orbnmtg Iel;rt end; 3eit getoinncn. 
SJtein tfieurer greunb, id) rati;' eud) brunt 
Suerft Collegium logicum. 

®a mirb bet ©cijt eucf) loot;! brcifirt, 

8tt fpanifc^e ©tiefefn eingefdjnurt, 

®ajj er bebcic^tiger jo fortait 
$injd)leidje bie ©ebanfenbafm, 

Unb nidfit etioa, bie ®reuj unb Oner, 
Srrlicfitelive fjin unb f;er. 

®anu fefjret man end; maudjett ®ag, 

®afj, Was if;r joitft auf ©inen ©d;fag 
©etrieben, loie ©jfeit unb ®rinfe:t, frei, 
(SiitS ! 5 loci 1 brei 1 baju niitljig jet). 

3War ift’g mit bet ©ebanfcufabtit 
SEBie mit einem SBebermeifterjtiid, 

SBo ©in ®ritt tanjenb gdbcn regt, 

®ie ©diifffein fjeriibcr, fjiniiber jdiiefjeu, 
®ie gabeit ungefcfjen fliejjcu, 

©in ©d)fag tanjenb S 3 erbinbungeit fdjfagt. 
®er $f)ifofoj)f), ber tritt fjereiit, 

Unb bcloeift eucf;, eS miijjt’ jo jetjn : 

®aS ©rft’ loot’ jo, bag 3weite jo, 

Unb brum bag ®ritt’ unb SBiertc jo ; 

Unb menu bag ©rft’ unb Sweit’ nicfjt roar’, 
®ag ®ritt’ unb SSiert’ mar’ nimntermefir. 
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Student. I am heart and soul in the cause; but, to be 
sure, a little freedom and pastime would please me on 
fine summer holidays. 


Mephistopheles. Make use of time ! it passes hence so 
quickly ; still method teaches you to gain time. For 
this reason, my dear friend, I recommend you, first, 
collegium logicum. There your mind is well trained, 
laced up in Spanish boots ; so that thenceforth it may 
creep more circumspectly along the path of thought, and 
not perchance skip, like a will-o’-the-wisp, hither and 
thither in all directions. Then many a day they will 
teach you that what formerly you have done at one 
stroke, as easily as eating and drinking, — one ! two ! 
three ! is necessary for it. It is indeed with the fabric 
of thought as with a weaver’s masterpiece, where one 
treadle moves a thousand threads : the shuttles shoot to 
this side and that ; the threads flow unseen ; one stroke 
ties a thousand knots. The philosopher — he steps in, 
and proves to you, it must be so : the first was so, the 
second so, and therefore the third and fourth are so ; 
and if the first and second were not, the third and 
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Jvnuft 


1934-1964 


®ag preifeit bie ©djiiler aHer Orten, 

©iitb abcr feine SEeber gcloorbeit. 

2 Ber luiCC long Sebcnbig’g erfennen unb befdjreiben, 
@ncf)t erft bett ©cift fjeraugjiitreiben ; 

®nnn l;at cr bic ®l)cile tit feiner Ipnitb, 

Sel)tt, Icibcr 1 mtr boa geiftige SBaitb. 

Encheiresin nature nemtt’g bie Spetnie, 

©pottet ifjrer felbft, unb tucife nic^t Itiie. 

Srfjiitcv. Saint end) tticfjt ebcit ganj berfteljeit. 
ffltct)i)iftotii)ctcei. ®ag Itiitb liadjfteng fdjon beffer geljeit, 
SSeitit ifjv ternt affcg rebucireit 
Hub gcfjorig claffifkiren. 

Srfjiiicv. 3Rtr toirb boit aHe bent }o buimit, 

9113 giiig’ mir ein SOtiifilrab int Sopf fjcrmit. 
ancpoiftappctcg. 9?adjt)cr, oor alien oitbern ©adjen, 
SMiifjt ifjt end) ait bie SJletapljpfif madjeit 1 
®a feljt, baft ifir tieffimtig fafjt, 

SBa§ itt beg Sftcufdjeit $irn iticfit pafjt ; 

Siir long brcitt gcljt unb nidjt breiit get)t, 

(Silt priid)tig 2Bort 511 ®ieitfteit ftefit. 

®od) oorerft biefeg l;albe Snt)r 
SMpnt ja ber befteit Drbnung mafjr I 
giiitf ©tunben I;abt iljr jeben ®ag ; 

©epb briititeit ntit bent ©lodeitfdjlag I 
§abt end; border tool;! prapnrirt, 
iParngrapljog loot)! einftnbirt, 

®amit if)t' itad)I)er beffer fel)t, 

Saf 3 er itidjtg fagt, nig mag int 93nd;e ftetjt ; 

®od) end; beg ©d)reibeng ja befleifjt, 

9(lg bictirt’ end; ber $eitig’ ©eift ! 

Sipiiicv. ®ag follt if)r mir nid)t jioeimat fageit I 
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fourth would never be. The students of all countries 
extol this ; but none have become weavers. He who 
wishes to know and describe anything living, seeks first 
to drive the spirit out of it ; he has then the parts in his 
hand ; only, unfortunately, the spiritual bond is lacking. 
Chemistry calls it encheiresis natural, mocks her own 
self, and knows not in what way. 


STUDENT. I can’t quite exactly comprehend you. 

Mephistopheles. That will go better anon, no doubt 
when you learn to reduce and classify everything 
properly. 

Student. I feel as stupid about all this as if a mill-wheel 
were going round in my head. 

Mephistopheles. Next, before all other things, you must 
set to at metaphysics. There, see that you conceive 
profoundly what does not suit the brain of man. For 
whatever enters and does not enter there, a pompous 
word is at your service. But, above all, be sure this 
half year to observe perfect regularity. You will have 
five lectures every day ; be in at the stroke of the clock ! 
Have yourself well prepared beforehand — paragraphs 
well-conned — that you may see better afterwards that he 
says nothing but what is in the book ; yet be sure you 
apply yourself to taking notes, as if the Holy Ghost wore 
dictating to you ! 

Student. You need not tell me that twice ! I figure to 
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S'ttUft 


1965-1993 


Sdj benfe mir, lute Uiet el niigt ; 1965 

®entt ma§ man fdjtnarj anf tueig befigt, 

Sann man getroft itad) gaufe tragen. 
suict)()iftot)i)ctc8. Sod; inagtt mir eine gacultat! 
skater. 3ur 3ied|t§gelefirfantfeit tann id; ntid; nidjt beque* 
men. 

3Rcpijiftopi]c(c3. 3d) faun e§ end) fo fef)r ittdjt iibel 
negnten ; , 970 

3d) toeig, luie e§ urn biefe Scgre ftel;t. 

@§ erben fid; ©efcg’ nnb 9tecgte 
2Bie eine elu’gc Sranlgeit fort ; 

@ie fdjlepgen Doit ©efdjledjt fid; 311m ©cfcglecfite, 

Unb riiden fadjt toon £>rt 311 Qrt. 1975 

SSernunft loirb Unfinn, SBogttgat iptage ; 

SBeg bir, bag bu eitt ©life! bift ! 

SSotn SRecgte, bag init un§ geboren ift, 

93on bent ift, leiber I nie bie grage. 

SdjiUce. SReitt 2lbfcgeu mirb burd; cud; tocrmetjrt. 1980 
£) gtiidUdf) ber, ben igr belegrt ! 
gaft ntbcgt’ id; nun ®geotogie ftubiren. 

3dj ttoiinfdjte nidjt cud; irre 3U fiigren. 

2Bag biefe SBiffenfcgaft betrifft, 

©g ift fo fcgluer, ben falfcgeit SBeg 3U meibeit, 1985 

©g liegt in if;r fo Diet ocrborgttes ®ift, 

Unb toon ber Str3enci ift’g fount 311 itnterftgeiben. 

Sint beften ift’g aucg gier, luettn igr itur @itten gbrt, 

Unb anf beg SJteifterg SBorte fdjlubrt. 

3m gaitjen — l;attet end; an SBorte I 
®attn gel;t igr burd; bie fid;re SJSforte 
3um ®entpel ber ©eloiggeit ein. 

Srijiiter. ®od; eitt SBegriff mug bei bem SBorte feljn. 
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myself how useful it is ; for what one has in black and 
white, one can confidently carry home. 

Mephistopheles. But pray choose a faculty ! 

Student. I cannot reconcile myself to jurisprudence. 

Mephistopheles. I cannot much blame you. I know 
how matters stand with this learning. Statutes and 
laws are inherited like an eternal disease ; they trail 
from generation to generation, and move gently from 
place to place. Reason becomes nonsense ; beneficence, 
calamity. Woe to thee that thou art a grandchild ! 
Of the law which is born with us — of that, unhappily, 
there is never a question. 

Student. My repugnance is increased by you. Oh, happy 
he whom you instruct! I should almost like now to 
study theology. 

Mephistopheles. I would not wish to lead you astray. 
As regards this science, it is so difficult to avoid the 
wrong way; there lies in it so much hidden poison, 
which is hardly to be distinguished from the medicine. 
Here also it is best if you listen to one only, and swear 
by the master’s word. On the whole — stick to words ! 
You will then go in through the safe gate to the temple 
of certainty. 

Student. But there must be some idea connected with 
the word. 
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1994-2021 


2»ct>t>iftm>fjctcs. (Sdfion gntl Slur muff matt fid^ nidjt atiju- 
cingfttid) qnalcn ; 

®cmt eben too S 3 egriffe feljleit, 199s 

®a ftcttt cut SBort jur recfjten $eit fid) eiit. 

SKit SBortcit tiifjt fid) treffiid) ftrcitcn, 

SKit SBorten ein ©qftern bereiten, 

Sin SBorte liifst fid) treffiid) giaitben, 

SSott einem SBort tcigt fidf) feiit Qota rauBeit . 2000 

Srfjiitcr. SBcrjeiijt, id) fiait’ end) auf mit oieiett Srageit, 

Sitiein id) mufj eud) nod) Bemiii)’n. 

SSoUt ii)r ntir bon ber SKebicitt 
Slidjt audj eiit Iroftig SBortdfien fageu ? 

®ret Sn^r ift cine titrjc 3cit, 2005 

Hub, @ott I ba§ getb ift gar 511 loeit. 

SBcmt man einen gingerjeig nur i)at, 

Scijit ficfi’S fd)oit el)er loeiter fiit)ten. 
fflfcgoiftogtKicS (fur fid)). 3 d) Bin be 3 trodnen ®on§ nun 
fatt, 

SJlufj loieber redjt ben ®eufet fgieten . 2010 

(Saut.) 

®er @eift ber SJtebicin ift Ieid)t 511 faffeu ; 

3 £jr burcijftubirt bie grofi’ uttb Heine SBeit, 
lint eB am ©ube gei)it ju laffeu, 

SBic ’3 @Sott gefaUt. 

SBergebenS, bafj ii)t ringSum toiffenfeijaftiid) fdjtoeift, 2015 
©in jeber iernt nur, luag er lerneit faun ; 

®oct) ber ben SiugenBIid ergreift, 

®a§ ift ber red)te SJlann. 

3i)r fet)b nod) jiemtidj iooi)t gebaut, 

Sin SMf)nt)eit toirb’8 eucfj aud^ nidfjt fei)ten, 

Uitb toenit if)r end) nur feiBft oertraut, 
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Mephistopheles. Agreed! Only one must not plague 
oneself too anxiously ; for just where ideas fail, a word 
makes its appearance at the right time. With words one 
may dispute admirably ; with words, prepare a system ; 
in words one may admirably put faith ; from a word 
no iota can be robbed. 


Student. Pardon, I detain you with many questions, but 
I must still trouble you. Will you not also say one or 
two pithy words to me about medicine 1 Three years is 
a short time, and the field, God knows, is all two wide ! 
If one has but a hint, one can feel one’s way further all 
the more easily. 


Mephistopheles {aside). I am tired now of this dry 
tone : I must play the devil again with a will. {Aloud.) 
The spirit of medicine is easy to catch ; you study thor- 
oughly the great and little world, in order to let things 
go in the end as it pleases God. In vain you range 
scientifically round about ; each one learns only what 
learn he can ; but he who seizes the moment, that is the 
right man. You are pretty tolerably well-built, nor will 
you be wanting in boldness ; and if you do but rely on 
K 
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93 ertraiten end) bie anbern ©eelen. 

93efonbcr§ lend bte SBeiber fitfjren; 

©§ ift itjr etoig 2Bef) imb 9 ttf), 

©0 tanfenbfad^, 2025 

Slug ©inent ffSurifte 311 curiren. 

Unb loeuit it)r ^atfijneg el)rbar tl)ut, 

®antt Ijabt if)r fie all unter'm |mt. 

©in ®itet ntufj fie erft Bertraulidj nmd)eit, 

®afi ettre Slitnft Biel Stitiifte iiberfteigt ; 2030 

3 mu SBiflloiitnt taf)f)t il)r battit ttad) alien @ic6enfacf)en, 

Unt bie eitt attbrer Biele 3 at)re ftrcidjt, 

93erftel)t baS Spi'tlslein tool;! 3U britden, 

Unb faffet fie, mil feitrig fcljlaiicn SSlidett, 

9 Bol)l unt bie fd)lanle §ufte ftei, =035 

3u feint, toie feft gefd)iiiirt fie fet). 

®a3 fiel)t fd)on Beffcr attg I Sltan fict)t bod), too unb 
toie. 

a)tct>()i?t 0 t>i>cus. ©ran, tfjeurer gteunb, ift atle ®l)eotie, 

Unb grim be§ Sebettb golbncr SSaitnt. 

Srfjutcv. 3 d) fdjtoor’ end) 311, ntir ift'g al§ toie ein ®raunt. 2040 
®iirft’ id) end) tool)! ein nitberntnl befdnoerett, 

S8ott enter 2 Bei 3 ljeit auf ben ©vitttb 311 l)oren? 

soict>!)ift<>t>fjc(cs. 2 Ba 3 id) berntag, foil gern gefd)el)n. 

Sitjutcv. 3d) fault tttttitijglid) toieber gefttt, 

3d) ittitf) ettef) noc^ nteitt ©tamiubnd) itberreidjett. 2045 
©ontt’ ettre ©uitft ntir biefeb Qeidjett ! 

SBtct)t)tftot)I)C(c3. @el)rloot)t! 

(Gv fetyveibt unb cjiebt'a.) 

Srijiitcv (lit|l). Eritis sicut Deus, scientes bonum et 
malum. 


(QJtnc^t '3 cfnabUiig 311 unb tmpficp fid;. ) 
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yourself, other souls will rely on you. Learn in particu- 
lar to manage the women : their eternal Ohs ! and Alls ! 
so thousandfold, are to he cured from a single point ; 
and if you behave with moderate decorum, you will then 
have them all under your thumb. A diploma must first 
make them confident that your art surpasses the art of 
many others \ then, at the outset, you feel your way to 
all the trifles for which another man is many years 
beating about : you understand how to press well the 
little pulse ; and you clasp them freely, with ardently 
sly glances, well round the slender hip, to see how 
tightly it is laced. 

Student. That, to be sure, looks better! One sees, at 
any rate, the where and the how. 

Mephistopheles. Grey, dear friend, is all theory, and 
green the golden tree of life. 

Student. I vow to you, ’tis like a dream to me. Might I 
perhaps trouble you another time, to hear of your wis- 
dom thoroughly 1 

Mephistopheles. What I have in my power shall be dono 
with pleasure. 

Student. I cannot possibly go back before handing you 
my album. Let your favour grant mo this token ! 

Mephistopheles. Very well. 

(He writes and gives it.) 

Student ( reads ). ‘ Eritis sicut Eeus , scientes bonum et malum . 

( Shuts it reverently , and takes his leave.) 
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a)icl>f)tftof>ijcicS. golg’ nur bent atten ©firudj unb meiner 
3 JluI)nte, bet @d)tange, 

®it With geioijj eittntnl Bet beiner ©ottafjntidjfeit baitge 1 

gauft tritt atif. 

Situ ft. 2 Bo£)in foil e® nutt gel)tt V 2051 

s»tct)f)ifto()r)c(c3. SBoIfin eg bit gefiillt. 

SBir fet)it bie fletne, bann bic grofje SBett. 

9 Kit metier grcttbe, toeldjem Slu^eit 
SBirft bu ben ©urfiint burdjfdmtarugen 
Snuft. Slflciit bet meinent lattgcn Sort 2055 

gel)lt mir bie leidjte Sebengart. 

©g toirb ntir bet SBcrfucf) nid)t gliideu : 

Sd| toufjtc ttie mid) in bie SBelt 3U fd)icfcit ; 

SBor aubent fiil)!' id) ntid) jo Hein ; 

3dj loerbe ftet§ oerlegen fei)it. 2060 

soicvbtftovbctcs- SJlcitt gitter grcutib, ba§ toirb fidf) tide® 
gebett ; 

©obalb bu bit oertrauft, fobctlb toeifjt bu ju teben. 

S«ti ft. SCBie Jornmett loir beitn au® bem §au® ? 

2 Bo Ijaft bu qjferbe, Snedjt unb SSJagen ? 

SBtcfjfjtftoftbeicS. SBie breiten nut ben 9 Jlantet an®, 2065 
ffier foil tut® bttrd) bie Stifle tragen. 

®u niintnft bei btefent fiiljnen ©d)ritt 
Slur Jeinen gtofiett SBiinbel mit. 

©in bifjdjen geucrluft, bie id) bereiteit loerbe, 

§ebt utt® bebjettb oon biefer ©tbe. 

Unb finb loir leidjt, fo gef)t e® fd)itett Ijinauf ; 
gd) grntnlire bit gum tteiten Scbeubtouf. 
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Faust’s Study ( 2 ) 

Mephistopheles. Only follow the old saying and my 
cousin the serpent, and assuredly, some time or other, 
you will grow uneasy with your likeness to God ! 

Faust (enters). AVhere shall we go now 1 

Mephistopheles. Where you please. We shall see the 
little, then the great world. With what joy, what pro- 
fit, will you sponge through the course ! 

Faust. But, with my long beard, I lack easy manners. I 
shall fail in the attempt ; I never knew how to adapt 
myself to the world. I feel myself so small before 
others ; I shall be constantly embarrassed. 

Mephistopheles. My good friend, all that will come by 
and by ! As soon as you rely on yourself, so soon do 
you know how to live. 

Faust. How, then, are we to start! AVhere have you 
horses, servant, and carriage 1 

Mephistopheles. AVe merely spread out the mantle : 
that is to carry us through the air. Only, in this bold 
step, you will take no big bundle. A little fiery air, 
which I shall prepare, will lift us quickly from this 
earth ; and if we are light, we shall mount rapidly. I 
congratulate you on your new course of life ! 
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3(itcv0adj'd SicUct* iit 

3crfjc (uftigci* (ftcfettcn. 

Svofrf). SBiH leiner triitfcn ? feiner tadjen ? 

3 d) loid end) tefjreit ©cficfjter ntadjcit ! 

3tjr fet;b ja Ijeut mie naffeS ©trot), 2075 

Uitb Brennt fonft imnter tidjtertof). 
sutonicr. ®a§ tiegt an bir; bn bringft ja uidjtg tjerbci, 

S'lic^t eiue ®umraf)eit, feiue ©auerei. 

Svof if) (giejjt it;m cm ©InS QCein i'i6cr ben Jtopf). 

®a t)nft bu Beibcg ! 
sBvniiticf. ®oppett ©dpociit ! 

Svofrf). toodt’ eg ja, man fott eg fetjn ! 2080 

sicttcf. $ur ®£|ur’ Ijiitnug, loer fid; cntjtueit 1 
SJiit offitcr 93 rnft fingt SRunba, fnuft ititb fc^reit ! 

Stuf! $oHa! §0! 

3(itmnt)cv. SBet) mir, id) Bin Bertoren ! 

SBaitmtooIIe f)er 1 ber Sert fpreitgt ntir bie Dfjven. 

SicOci. SBenn bag ©eioiitbe h)ieberfd)altt, 2085 

5 iit)tt man erft red)t beg 83 affcg ©rnnbgematt. 

Svofrfj. @0 red)t I fjittaug mit bent, ber etmag iibet nimmt ! 

St ! tara tara bn I 
sittmnijw. St I tara lava ba ! 

Svofrf). ®ic SM)leit fittb geftimmt. 

(@ingt.) ®ag tiebe, tjeit’ge 3 ioni’fd)e 3 ieid), 2090 

SBic fjatt '3 nnr nod) jufammen ? 

fBvanfevv. ©in garftig Sieb I i) 5 fuil eiit potitifd) Sieb I 
©in teibig Sieb ! ®nn!t ©ott mit jcbcm SJtorgen, 
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Auerbach’s Cellar in Leipzig. 

Drinking-bout of boon-companions. 

Frosch. AVill no one drink — no one laugh 1 I ’ll teach 
you to pull long faces ! Why, to-day you are like wet 
straw, and at other times you always burn blazingly. 

Brander. That is your fault; why, you bring nothing 
towards it : not one foolery, no beastliness. 

Frosch ( fours a glass of wine over his head). There you 
have both ! 

Brander. Double swine ! 

Frosch. Why, you wanted one to be so ! 

Siebel. Out at the door with him who quarrels ! With 
open breast strike up a chorus, swill, and shout ! Up ! 
holla ! ho ! 

Altmayer. Woe ’s me, I am lost ! Cotton here ! The 
varlet splits my ears. 

Siebel. When the vault echoes again, one feels all the 
more the deep power of the bass. 

Frosch. Right ! Out with him who takes anything amiss ! 
Ah ! tara, lara, da ! 

Altmayer. Ah ! tara, lara, da ! 

Frosch. Our throats are tuned. (Sings.) ‘The dear, 
holy Roman Empire, how holds it possibly together!’ 

Brander. A nasty song ! Fie ! a political song. An 
offensive song ! Thank God every morning that you 
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®ng ifjr ittcfjt brnudjt fur’s fRom’fc^e Seicg p forgeu ! 

3 d) gait’ eS loenigftenS fiir reidjtidjen ©eloinn, 2095 

®ag id; nid;t SMfer obcr Saitjler bin. 

®ocg mug and) un§ eiit Dbergaupt nicgt fel;len; 

2Bir lootlcn einen 45 npft erluaglen. 

8|r loigt, lucid; elite Qualitcit 

®en SluSfcglag giebt, ben SJiann er^ofit . 2100 

Stoftf) (ftugt). ©gluing bid; auf, grau S^ac^tigoII, 

@rtig’ ntir ntein Siebdjeu jeficntaufenbmat I 

Sicbct. ®em Siebd^en feiiten ©mg! 3 d) luitt bauon uidjts 
goreit ! 

Stofd). ®em Siebdjeu ©rug unb Sug! bn luirft ntir’S nicgt 
Uerluegreit ! 

(©ingt.) Siegel auf I in ftider Sacgt. 2105 

Siegel auf ! ber Siebfte luacgt. 

Siegel 511 ! beS SSorgeitS friit;. 

stcDei. 3a, finge, finge nur, uitb lob’ unb riignte fie! 

3 d; Will 3 u meiiter 3 eit fdjon ladjeit. 

©ie gat mid; angefiigrt, bir luirb fie’S arng fo macgen . 2110 
3 unt Siebften fet; eiu S'obolb il;r befcfjert ! 

®er ntag mit if;r auf einem S'reujtucg fcgcifent ; 

©iu alter S 3 od, luemt er oorn SBlodSberg fel;rt, 

Slag im ©alofig nod) gute Sad;t igr niederit I 

©in brauer Seri uon fid; tern g-leifd; unb Slut 2115 

3 ft fiir bie ®irne Diet 311 gut. 

3d) mid non feinem ©ruge luiffen, 

SllS igr bie genfter eingefcgmiffeit ! 

'Hcmitici; (auf ten Stififi fcfitagcnb). 

i)Sagt auf I pagt auf ! ©egoreget niir ! 
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have not the Roman Empire to care for ! I at least 
hold it large gain that I am not Emperor or Chancellor. 
Still, to us also a chief must not be lacking : we will 
elect a Pope. You know what sort of quality turns the 
scale and elevates the man. 


Frosch (sings). • Soar up, dame nightingale ; greet me my 
sweetheart ten thousand times ! ’ 


Siebel. No greeting to the sweetheart ! I will hear 
nought of it ! 

Frosch. Greeting and kiss to the sweetheart ! You shall 
not hinder me ! (Sings.) ‘ Open bolts ! in still night. 
Open bolts ! the lover wakes. Shut bolts ! in early 
morn.’ 

Siebel. Ay, sing, sing away, and laud and extol her ! I 
doubt not I shall laugh when my time comes. She has 
taken me in ; she will do the same for you. May a 
goblin be bestowed on her for a lover ! He may toy 
with her on a cross way. An old ram, when he returns 
from Blocksberg, may bleat, on the gallop, good night 
to her ! A worthy fellow of genuine flesh and blood is 
far too good for the wench. I will hear of no greeting 
but smashing her windows ! 


Brander (striking the table). Attend ! Attend ! Listen to 
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3f)r Jpertn, gefte^t, id) tocif) ju lebett ; 

S3erIicBte Seute fi^eit flier, 

Unb biefen rrtiig, nad) ©tanbggebiiljr, 
gut guten Sliadjt id) mag gttnt SBefiett geben. 

©ebt Sldjt 1 eht Sieb Bom ueuftcn ©djititi ! 

Unb fingt ben SRunbreim frnftig ntit ! 

(®v fingt.) @g mar cine 9tatt’ int Merneft, 

Sebte itur Bon gett uitb SButter, 
fpatte fid) eiit Siangleiit nitgcntcift, 

2llg mie bcr ®o!tor Sutler. 

®ic Sfodiiit f)att’ it)r ©ift geftcttt ; 

®a marb’g fo eng i()r in bcv Sffielt, 
91Ig ptte fie Sieb’ int Seibe. 

(Sljontd (iauc^jenb). 

Sltg I)citte fie Sieb’ int Seibe. 

fBtttnticc. ©ie ful)r permit, fie fttfjr Ijeraug, 

Unb foff aug alien ipfiijjen, 

Scntagt’, gertrafet’ bag gauge §au§, 
23oHte nidjtg il)r 8B3iitt;en ttiifscn ; 

©ie tfjcit gar ntattd)en Slengftefpruitg ; 
SSalb I)atte bag nrme ®f)ier gettung, 
2llg ptt’ eg Sieb' int Seibe. 

KfjotuS. 2IIg I)att' eg Sieb’ int Seibe. 

nteaubcc. ©ie tain bor Slttgfi am Ijellett ®ag 
®er Sf itcTje gngelanfen, 

Siel an ben §erb nnb gudt ttnb lag, 
Unb tl)at erbarntlid) fd)ttaufen. 

®a tadjte bie SBergifterin ttodj : 
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mo ! Confess, gentlemen, I know how to live. Love- 
sick people are sitting here, and these I must favour 
with a song to suit their quality, by way of good-night. 
Mark ! A song of the newest cut ! And take part in 
the chorus lustily ! ( He sings.) 


‘ There was a rat in the cellar-nest, lived only on fat and 
butter, had fattened a little paunch for itself, like Doctor 
Luther. The cook had laid poison for it ; then things got 
as tight for it in the world, as if it had love in its belly.’ 


Chorus (shouting). ‘As if it had love in its belly.’ 


Brander. ‘ It ran round, it ran out, and drank up all the 
puddles, gnawed, scratched the whole house ; its fury 
could avail nothing ; it made full many a bound of 
anguish ; soon the poor beast had enough, as if it had 
love in its belly.’ 


Chorus. ‘As if it had love in its belly.’ 


Brander. < It came running into tho kitchen, for anguish, 
in broad day ; fell on the hearth, and palpitated, and 
lay, and panted pitiably. Then laughed the poisoner 
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Qa I fie pfeift auf bem lenten Sod), 

Stlg fjcittc fie Sieb’ ini Seibe. 

GtjouiS. 2 (l§ f;atte fie Sieb' int Seibe. 

©icSct. 23 ie fidj bie fdatteu SBurfdje freuen ! 2150 

©§ ift mir einc red;te Sfrmft, 

®en armen Slatten ©ift gu fttcuett I 
SBrnuticr. @ie ftct;n tuoljl feljr in beiiter ©unft? 
aatmntjct. ®cr ©djnterbaudj mit ber !al;leit ipiattel 
®a0 llitgliid mad;t ifjtt satfnt unb mitb ; 2155 

©r ficljt in ber gefdjlooffneit 9 Jattc 
©eitt gang natiirlid; ©beitbilb. 


Smift 11110 DIlcI)I)ifiot)l)c[cS. 

s»ict)i)iftoi)i)cic8. Qd) ntufj bid; nun nor alien ®iitgeit 
Qit luftige ©efettfdjaft briitgen, 

®aniit bu fieljft, lnie Iciest fid;’0 teben tdfjt. 2160 

®ent SSoIfe f)icr tnirb jcber ®ag eiit geft. 

SHit luenig 2Bif; unb biet SM;ageit 
®reljt jeber fid; int engeit Birfeltaitj, 

SBie juitge STajseit mit bent ©djluanj. 

SBeitn fie nidjt iiber Sbofiftoet) tlagen, 2165 

@0 lattg ber Sffiirtl; nur tneiter borgt, 

©inb fie bergniigt uitb imbeforgt. 

‘ti vnuoev. ®ie fontmeit ebeit bon ber Sfteife, 

Sftait fiefft’S ait ifirer tounbertidjen SBeife ; 

@ie finb nid^t eiite ©titnbe l)ier. 2170 

Svotib. SSa^rljaftig, bu Ijaft 9 Jed;t! SJteiit Seipjig lob' id; 
tttir ! 

©0 ift ein flein $ari 3 , nub bitbet feme Sente. 
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still : “ Ha, it is at its last gasp, as if it had love in 
its belly.’” 

Chorus. ‘As if it had love in its belly.’ 

Siebel. How the vulgar fellows are delighted ! It is, 
methinks, a proper art to strew poison for the poor 
rats ! 

Brander. I presume they stand high in your favour 1 

Altmayer. The paunch with the bald pate ! Ill-luck 
makes him tame and mild ; he sees in the swollen rat 
his own quite natural image. 

Faust and Mephistopheles. 

Mephistopheles. Before all things, I must now bring yon 
into merry company, that j'ou may see how lightly life 
may be passed. To these people here each day becomes 
a holiday. AVith little wit and much satisfaction, each 
turns round in the narrow circle-dance, like kittens with 
their tails. If they do not complain of a headache, — so 
long as their host does but give further credit, — they 
are pleased and unconcerned. 

Brander. They are just come from a journey one sees it 
in their strange manner ; they have not been here an 
hour. 

Frosch. Truly you are right! Leipzig is the place for 
mo ! It is a little Paris, and forms its folk. 
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SicDci. giir mn§ fieijft bu bie gremben ait? 

Srofrfj. Sag mid) ltur gefjn 1 S8ei etitem toollett ®Iafe 
Btcl)’ id;, mie eiiteit SKitbet^aljn, 

Sen SBurfdjen Ieid;t bie SEiirnter aug ber 9 !afe. 

@ic fdjciiteit mir aug ciitcnt cbtcn §attg, 

©ie ftcgeit ftolg uub imsufricbeit ait§. 
sBtmiiici'. SJfarttfd^reier fiitb’g gcmig, id; mette! 
acumaijcv. S 3 ietteid;t. 

©iebt Stcgt, idj fd;ran6e fie I 2180 
sstc^ijifto^ijcics (311 fyauji). Sen Senfel fpiirt bag SSoifdjeit 
uie, 

Unb iDcmt er fie 6eim Srageit Ijatte I 
San ft. ©etjb mtg gegriigt, il;r §ernt! 

®<cfici. SSiel Sait! 311111 ©egengrug 1 

(Scifc, aWe^ifio^eUfl won bee <Seite anfcfjenb.) 

fjinft ber ^ert auf einent guf3 ? 
s»tct)i)ifto;)i)c(c8. 3ft c 3 crtaiibt, im§ and; 311 end; 311 fejjeti ? 
©tatt ciiie§ guteit Srnnfg, ben man nid;t tjabeit faitii, 2185 
©oil bie ®e[et(fd;aft nng ergejjeit. 

2utmni)cr. Qtjr fd;eint etn fcf;r bermbfjnter SHamt. 

S-rofitj. 3fjr fetjb mof)I fpat bon Sftipfiad; aufgebrod;en ? 

£afit igr mit §errcn $aitg nodj erft 311 SKacfit gefpeift ? 2190 
suiebbt ft o()i)cic@. fpeut fiitb loir if;it borbeigereift ; 

2Bir fiabeit i!;n bag legtemat geff)rod;eit. 

SBoit fcineit SBettent tougt’ er bie! 311 fagen, 

S 3 iel ©riifjc [;at er im§ ait jcben aufgetragen. 

(ffic neigt fiif) gegen Bfofd;.) 

autmmjcr (leife). Sar;aftbu’g! ber berftegt’g ! 3195 

©in fjfiffiger *J 3 atron I 

St'ofrf). 9 intt, marie nnr, id; frieg’ il;it fd;on ! 
ancbt)ift0bi)ctc8. SBaitit id; nid;t irrtc, !;orteit mir 
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Siebel. What do you take the strangers for 1 

Frosch. Just let me go my own way ! AYith the help of 
a full glass, I will worm out the fellows’ secrets as easily 
as a child’s tooth. They seem to me from some noble 
house ; they look proud and discontented. 

Brander. They are mountebanks to a certainty, I wager. 

Altmayer. Perhaps. 

Frosch. Mark, I ’ll chaff them ! 

Mephistopiieles (to Faust). Those people would never 
scent the devil, even if he had them by the throat. 

Faust. Our greetings, gentlemen ! 

Siebel. Many thanks in return ! (Aside, looking askance 
at Mepiiistopheles.) Why does the fellow limp on one 
foot 1 

Mephistopiieles. Is it permitted us also to sit with you 1 
We shall have company to cheer us, instead of good 
liquor, which one cannot have. 

Altmayer. You seem a very pampered man. 

Froscii. Probably you have set forth at a late hour from 
Rippach 1 Did you sup previously with Mr. Hans 1 

Mephistopiieles. To-day we travelled past him : last 
time, we spoke to him. He had much to say of his 
cousins; he charged us with many greetings to each. 
(He bows towards Frosoh.) 

Altmayer (aside). You have it there ! Ho ’s wide-awake ! 

Siebel. A sharp fellow ! 

Frosch. Now, only wait, I shall have him, no doubt. 

Mepiiistopheles. If I was not mistaken, we heard prac- 
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©eiibte ©timmeit ©fjorug fingeit 

©ewifj, ©efattg mug trefflidj fjter 

SSon biefer SSoIbttng Wiebertlingen ! 220 o 

Stofefj. @et)b ifjr loot)! gar eiit SBirtuoS? 

s»!c()f)ifto))t)crc3. Oitettt! bie Straft ift fdjwacf), atteitt bie 
Suft ift grofj. 

SUttmnljcv. ©ebt UttS cin Sicb ! 

s»ict)()iftovi)cic 3 . SBemt if)r begefjrt, bic SKctigc. 

SicSct. Sftur attcf) ein nagelitetteS ©tiid! 

SBicvOiftobfjctcS. 28 ir fotnmen crft auS ©panien juriicf, 2205 
®ent fdjonen Saub beS SBetitS nub ber ©efattge. 

(Singt.) ©S War einmat ein Sfoitig, 

®er ljatt’ eiiteit grofjen gtol; — 

grofrf). §orcf;tl eaten gtof)l §abt ifir ba§ Wofjt gefafjt ? 

(Silt glotj ift mir ein faubrer ©aft. 2210 

SBlcDbiftoVIjelcS (fiiijt). 

©3 war einmat ein ffonig, 

®er I;att’ eineit grofjen Slot), 

®en tiebt' er gar nidfjt Wenig, 

2lt§ Wie feitten eignen @of)n. 

®a rief er feinen ©ctjneiber, 2215 

®er ©dineiber tant ljcran : 

®a, miff bem Suitfer Steiber, 

Unb inifj ifjnt £jofett an ! 

Wronbct. SSergcfjt ttur nidjt, bent ©dfjtteiber eittjttfcfiarfeit, 

®afj er tttir attfs geitaufte miftt, 

Unb bafj, fo tieb feitt ®of>f itjrtt ift, 

®te Sofen feine gatten werfett ! 
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tised voices singing in chorus 1 Certainly singing must 
resound superbly from this vault. 

Frosch. Is it possible that you are a virtuoso 1 

Mephistopheles. Oh no ! the power is weak, but the 
desire is great. 

Altmayer. Give us a song ! 

Mephistopheles. Plenty, if you like. 

Siebel. But mind, a brand-new piece ! 

Mephistopheles. Wo have just returned from Spain, the 
fair land of wine and song. (Sings.) 

‘ Once upon a time, there was a king, who had a great flea ’ 

Frosch. Hark, a flea ! Did you rightly catch that 1 A 
flea, methinks, is a pretty customer. 

Mephistopheles (sings). ‘ Once upon a time, there was a 
king, who had a great flea, which he loved not a little, 
as ’twere his own son. Then called he his tailor; the 
tailor drow near. “There, measure the young squire 
for clothes, and measure him for breeches ! ” ’ 

Brandeu. Only forget not, prithee, to enjoin the tailor 
that he measure with the greatest nicety, and that, as he 
loves his head, the breeches throw no creases ! 
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2223-2250 


3Rcp(jifi0p(jc(cd. 

8n ©antntet mtb in ©ctbc 
SGar cr unit angettjan, 

$attc Scittber aitf bent Steibc, 2225 

§att' and) eiit Srenj bnrmt, 
llttb luar fogteidj SDtinifter, 
llnb tjatt’ cinett grojjett ©tern. 

Sn imtrbcn fcine ©efdjloifter 

S 3 ci §of’ and; grojje §crrn. 2230 

Uttb $errn unb grauit ant |>ofe, 

Sie ioarett fetjr gcgtagt, 

Sic Sbitigitt mtb bie gofe 
©cftodjcit nttb geitagt, 

Unb bnrften fie ttid)t ftticfett, 223s 

Unb lueg fie jndeit ttid)t. 

2Bir ftticTeit nttb erfticfeit 
Sod) gteid), Iticitit cittcr ftidjt. 

(SfjovuS (iauc^jcnb). 

SBir fitideit mtb erfticfeit 
Sod) gleid), locntt eitter ftid)t. 2240 

Svofrf). 83 rabo! 93 rnool bal loar fd)iin ! 

SicOct. @0 fott el jebent Slot) ergeljit I 
sb milter, ©(tijjt bie Singer nttb fmeft fie feitt ! 
adtninitcr. @8 lebe bie Sreificit ! el tebe ber SBeiit 1 
anet)t)iftotii)tie«. Set) tranfe gertt eiit ©tal, bie Sreiffeit I)od) 
511 eljrett, 2245 

SBemt ettre SBciite ttnr eiit bif;d)en beffer loaren. 
sicDct. SBir ntogeit bal nidjt loiebcr f)6rcn I 
a»tt)t)iftut>licicei. 3>d) fiircfjte ttnr, ber SBirtt) befd)loeret fid), 
©onft geib’ id) biefett Juertfjen ©often 
Stn8 nnfernt Setter loal gum Slefteit. 2250- 
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Mephistopheles. ‘ In velvet and silk was he now attired, 
had ribbons on his coat, had also a cross thereon, and 
was forthwith minister, and had a great star. Then his 
brethren also became great lords at court. 

‘And lords and ladies at court, they were sorely plagued; 
the queen and the waiting women wore pricked and 
bitten, and dared not crack them, nor scratch them away. 
But we crack and stifle directly when one pricks.’ 

Ciiorus (shouting). ‘But we crack and stifle directly when 
one pricks.’ 

Frosch. Bravo ! bravo ! That was capital. 

Siebel. So may it befall every flea ! 

Brander. Point your fingers, and nab them cleverly ! 

Altmayer. Liberty for ever ! Wine for ever! 

Mephistopheles. I would willingly drink a glass in high 
honour of liberty, if only your wines wero a little bit 
better. 

Siebel. We don’t desire to hear that again ! 

Mephistopheles. I only feared the landlord would be 
annoyed ; otherwise, I would treat these worthy guests 
out of our cellar. 
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2251-2270 


siciici. 3 htr itttmer I;er ! id; ttel)iit’g attf ntid;. 

Stofiij. ©djafft iljr cut gutcg ©lag, fo tuollcit loir cud; lobctt. 
Slur gc6t nidjt gar jit flcittc ifSroben ; 

®ettn menu id; jubicirett foil, 

SSerlang’ id; aud; bag Sliaul red^t Uott. 2255 

3Uimnt)ct (teifc). Sie fittb Oont 9 il;eittc, loie id; fpiire. 
ajtc^tttfto^tjcics. ©djafft einett SBoljrer ait ! 
sBtmtticr. SSag foil mit bent gefd|cl;n ? 

3 fjr fiabt bod; nid;t bic gaffer Dor ber ®l;iirc ? 
atttmnticv. ®al;inteit I;at ber 23 irtlj ciu Sborbd;ctt SBerfgeug 
ftcl;it. 

c 4> f) i ft 0 41 4 ci c e (itimint bctt fflot;rer). 

(3u ffvofc(.) 

Slim fagt, toag toiiufd;et il;r 311 fdjittcden ? 2260 

grofrf). SBic ltteint iljr ba§? .'pabt if;r fo niattd;erlei ? 
sBtc^t)ifto^()c(c8. 3d; fteU’ eg cittern fcbeit frei. 
suit matter (jit ffrofeb). atf)« ! bu fdngft fd;ott att, bie Sipfoen 
ab3ttlecfen. 

Srofib. ©utl loentt id; loiiljleit foil, fo ioiU id; Sif;eittloeitt 
Ijabett. 

®ag SBoterlaub Oerleiljt bie aderbefteit ©abett. 2265 

£01cutilftot)l)ctc8 (iiibein er nit bent dllaf), too ftrofd; fifjt, eiit 
Sod; tit ben Sifdjrmtb ioprt). 

SBer[d;afft ein loettig 2 S 3 ad;g, bie ^fropfett gleid; 311 ntad;eit ! 
autnintjec. Sid;, bag fittb ®afd;citffnelerfad;eu I 
aNctibifiobbcicb (511 tBrnttber). Hub il;r? 
sBtonbe*. 3dj toil! (Xbjampagttertuein, 

Hub red;t tituffirettb foil er fct;tt I 

(9Hct>(ifU>V(e(e0 boprt; einev (at inkeffen tie SBatytyfropfen gcnuufjt 
unk vrvflopft.) 

Sllatt fatttt itid;i ficts bag grentbc itteibett, 
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Siebel. Hither with it by all means! I take it upon 
myself. 

Frosch. If you provide a good glass, we will praise you. 
Only don’t give samples all too small; for if I am to 
judge of the quality, I like my mouth right full. 

Altmayer ( aside ). They ’re from the Rhine, as I guess. 

Mephistopheles. Procure a gimlet. 

Buander. What ’s to bo done with it 1 You have not, 1 
presume, the casks at the door 1 

Altmayer. The landlord has a little basket of tools stand- 
ing behind there. 

Mephistopheles (taking the gimlet. To Frosch). Now 
say what you would wish to taste 1 

Frosch. How do you mean 1 Have you so many sorts t 

Mephistopheles. I leave it to every one’s choice. 

Altmayer (to Frosch). Aha, you begin to lick your lips 
already ! 

Frosch. Well ! If I am to choose, I will have Rhine-wine. 
Tho Fatherland bestows the very best of gifts. 

Mephistopheles (boring a hole in the edge of the table, at 
the place inhere Frosch is sitting). Get a little wax to 
make the stoppers directly. 

Altmayer. Ah, these are juggler’s tricks ! 

Mephistopheles (to Brander). And you ? 

Biiander. I’m for champagne, and let it bo right 
sparkling ! 

(Mephikiopheles bores ; one of them has meanwhile made the 
wax-corlts and stopped the holes . ) 

One cannot always avoid what is foreign ; the good 
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2271-2294 


®«3 ©itte liegt mtS oft fo fcnt. 

©in filter beutfcfjer Sltniin mag Jcinett graitjett leiben, 

®od; il;rc SBcitte trinit cr gent. 
stcDct (itibciit fid) 3 )ictJt)iflot)l)eIc 3 feinem SSta^e naljcrt). 

Qdj mug geftel;it, ben faiterii mag id; iticljt. 

©ebt ntir eitt ©Ia§ 00m (id;ten fiigett ! 2275 

SBicvtiiftotJOcics (boljrt). @itcf) foil fogleid; ®ofaicr ftiejjen. 
autmnijcr. 9 'ietit, .fperrett, fefjt ntir iit§ @efid;t! 

3d; fclj’ eg eitt, itjr I;abt ittt§ uur guilt SBcftett. 
s»tct)()iftot) 0 cic 3 . ©il ©il mit fofdjcit cblett ©afteit 
SBor’ e§ eitt bigdjcu Diet getoagt. 2280 

©efd;toiitb I Slur grab’ tjerausj gefagt ! 

SJtit loctdjem SBeinc tami id; bicitett ? 
autiimtjcc. SHit jebeut 1 Slur uid;t lang gefrngt I 

(Oiaditnii tic Corfjct a(tc gcMjrt unb tcrflobft flub. ) 

i»tct)i)iftot>f)ctcS (ntit feltfcimen ©eberben). 

®raubeit triigt ber Sffieiitftod, 

$onter ber 3tegett6ocf I 2285 

®er SBeiit ift faftig, tpotg bic Stebeit, 

®er Ijbrgente ®ijd; touu SEeitt and; gebett. 

©in tiefer 33 tid in bie SZatur I 
$ier ift eitt SButtbcr, glattbet nur ! 

Stun jief)t bic ipfroftfett, nub gcitiefjt ! 2290 

ante (inbetn ftc bie ilttopfen jietjen uttb febem ber Oevtiingtc SCeiu 
in6 ©In8 Iattft). 

O fdjotter SBrunuen, ber tuts fticfjt I 
swietit)iftoti()c(c8. SZur Ijiitet cud;, bnf; if;r ntir uidjtS bergiefit I 

(<3ie tllilfcii iuictaf)c(t.) 

ante (fingeu). Uit§ ift gang fattitibalifd; loot;!, 

9113 toie fiitifljunbert ©alien I 
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lies often so far from us. A true German cannot bear 
Frenchmen, but he willingly drinks their wines. 

SlEliEL ( while Mephistopheles approaches his place). I 
must own, I don’t like it acid ; give me a glass of genuine 
sweet. 

Mephistopheles (boring). Tokay shall flow forthwith for 
you. 

Altmayer. No, gentlemen, look mo in the face ! I per- 
ceive you are only making game of us. 

Mephistopheles. Heyday 1 With such noble guests, it 
would be a little bit high-hazarded. Quick ! Only 
speak out at once 1 What wine may I serve you with '! 

Altmayer. With any. Only don’t be long asking ! 

Mephistopheles (with strange gestures, after all the holes 
are bored and stopped). ‘ The vino bears grapes, the he- 
goat horns. Wine is juicy, vines are wood. The wooden 
table can also yield wine. A deep glance into nature ! 
Here is a miracle ; only have faith ! ’ 

Now draw the stoppers and drink ! 

All (while they draw the stoppers, and the desired wine runs 
into each one’s glass). Oh beautiful spring, that flows 
for us ! 

Mephistopheles. Only take care that you spill mo no- 
thing. 

( They drink repeatedly . ) 

All (singing). ‘ Wo are as jolly as cannibals, like five 
hundred swine 1 ’ 
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®a3 SBolf ift fret! ©eljt an, hrie lDotjX’g d)nt 
0ef)t I 2295 

Sauft. 3d) ptte Suft nun a&jufnfjren. 

2)icp()iftou()cic8. ©ie6 nur erft Sldjt I bie SBeftiatitdt 
Sffiirb fid) gat fierrtid) offettbarcn. 

Sicbct (tviiift unoovfidjtig; Set Sffiein fliefit anf bie ®r be imb 
mirb jut gTnntme). 

§etft I getter I fjelft I ®ie §ijt(e Brennt ! 

SBlcUbiftobbctcS (bie Slamme fccfpredjeitb). 

©cl) rulfig, freunbtidi ©lenient I 23OO 

(3u fcctn ©cfcHcn.) 

Silt bieStttal mar e§ nur ettt ®rof>fen gegefeucr. 

Sicbct. 28a3 foil ba3 fetjtt ? SBact’l iljr bejaf)lt es> 
tfjeuer 1 

©3 fdjeinet, ba|j iljr nnS uidjt fenut. 

Sroftti. 2aft ©t un§ ba§ junt jtocitcnmatc Meibeit ! 

3(ltmnt)cr. 3$ bcidjt’, loir Ijtefeett iljit gang fndjte feitluart§ 
gefin. 2305 

Sicbct. 2Ba3, §err? ©t tuiDC fid) unterftefjcn, 
llttb Ijier feitt ,fpofu§f>ofu§ treiben ? 
a)te()i)iftot)t)e(c8. ©titf, altc§ SBeitifafj ! 

Sicbct. SBefeitftiel! 

®tt luiUft un§ gat nod) grot) Begegneit ? 
atcoiibcc. 2Bnrt nut ! cs> (often @d)liige regnen ! 2310 

9((tmnt|cc (jiefyt eineit Sftfvopf auS bem ®ifd); e3 fpringt iljm 
genet entgegen). 

3d) breuit’ ! id) brenne I 

Sicbct. Sfluberei ! 

©tofjt 511 1 bet Slerl ift oogelfrei I 

(Sic jictjeii tie QMejfcc unt> jcfictt auf 3))cptiil0p$cteft toe.) 
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Mephistopheles. These people are free ; see how they 
enjoy themselves. 

Faust. I should like now to depart. 

Mephistopheles. Only attend first; their brutishness 
will display itself right gloriously. 

SlEBEL (drinks carelessly ; the wine pours on the ground and 
turns to flame). Help ! Fire ! Help ! Hell is burning ! 

Mephistopheles (conjuring the flames). Be still, friendly 
element ! (To the fellow.) This time, it was only a little 
drop of purgatory. 

Siebel. What means that 1 Wait ! you shall pay dearly 
for it ! It seems that you do not know us. 

Frosch. Leave you that alone another time ! 

Altmayer. I think we should bid him be off quietly. 

Siebel. What, Sir ! You will presume to work your 
hocus-pocus here 1 

Mephistopheles. Silence, old wine-cask ! 

Siebel. Broomstick ! Will you use us rudely into the 
bargain 1 

Biiander. Just wait ! It shall rain blows ! 

Altmayer. (draws the stopper from the table ; fire springs 
out against him). I burn ! I burn ! 

Siebel. Magic ! Thrust home ! The knave is outlawed ! 

( They draw their knives , and make for Mephistopheles.) 
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SBtcpijiftovOclcS (mit ernjlljiifter ©cberbe). 

galfd) ©cbilb unb SBort 

SBeranbern ©tun uitb Drt I 

@et)b I)ier unb bort 1 2315 

(3ie deficit evftaunt unb fcljcn cinanbcc an.) 

suit mnt)cc. 2 Bo bin id) '? 2 Beld)e 3 fd)bue Saub I 
Svofifj. SSeiitberge ! ©el)’ id) red)t ? 
sicDci. llub Sraitbeit gtcid) jur §cinbl 

»vnu6cc. tpier uuter bicfeiu griineit Satibe, 

@cl)t, lueld) ciit ©tod ! fel)t, ioctd)c STraube ! 

(Sc fa jit ©icbclit bei bcc 9tafe ; tie anbecn tf;un c§ njcdjfcffcitnj unb ficbcn 
bie 9)ieffcc.) 

aict>ijifiot>ijcrc 8 (trie oben). 3 frrtf)iim, tafj lo§ ber Slugen 
S 3 nnb ! 232° 

Hub merit cud), foie ber Seufel fpane 1 

(Sc ttecfcfyiuinbet mit Sauft; bie S'cfcllen fafocen au8 einanbec.) 

sicoci. 23a3 giebt’3 ? 

9i itm at) cv. Sffiie ? 

Scofti). SBar ba» beinc Stafe ? 

tBrnuscc (jii ©iebel). Hub beitie l)n6’ id) in ber |mub ! 
autumijcv. @3 mar eiu @d)tag, ber giitg burd) nKc ©tiebcr! 

©d)afft eiueit ©till)! 1 id) finle ltiebcr. 2325 

Scofrf). Sftcin, fagt ntir nitr, ma 3 ift ge(d)el)it ? 
sicOci. S680 ift ber fcrl ? SBcmt id) iiju fpiire, 

@r foil ntir uid)t lebcitbig gcijit 1 
2(itmnt)cc. ^dj f)ab’ il)it fetbft I)innu 3 jur SMertpre 

Siuf eiuent gaffe reiten fefnt 2330 

®3 licgt uiir b(eifd)luer in belt Stiffen. 

(Sid; nad; bem SLifcf^c menbenb.) 

9 Jteiu I ©otlte lootjl ber SBeiu nod) fliefjeit ? 
sicOer. SBctrug mar atleS, Sug itub @d)ein. 
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Mephistopheles ( with solemn gesture). False form and 
word change sense and place ! Be here and there ! 

( They stand amazed , and gaze at each other. ) 

Altmayer. Where am 1 1 What a beautiful country ! 
Frosch. Vineyards ! Do I see aright 1 
Siebel. And grapes close at hand ! 

Brander. See here, under this green foliage, what a stem ! 
See, what a bunch ! 

{lie seizes Siebel by the nose. The others do the same reciprocally, 
and raise their knives . ) 

Mephistopheles (as before). Error, loosen the bandage of 
their eyes ! And mark ye, how the devil jests ! 

{He disappears with Faust. The fellows start back from one 
another. ) 

Siebel. What 's the matter 1 
Altmayer. How 1 
Frosch. AVas that your nose 1 
Brander (to Siebel). And I have yours in my hand ! 
Altmayer. It was a shock which went through all one’s 
limbs ! Get a chair, I am sinking. 

Frosch. No, do but tell mo ; what has happened 1 
Siebel. Where is the fellow ? If I track him he shall not 
get away alive ! 

Altmayer. I saw him myself ride out at the cellar-door on 
a cask. — My feet feel as heavy as lead ! (Turning towards 
the table.) My ! I wonder whether the wine is running 
still 1 

Siebel. All was cheat, lying, and sham. 
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=334-2355 


Srofrfj. SJJir biindjtc bod;, at§ triin!' id; SBein. 

®cn«t>ct. 2lber lute mar e 3 mit ben Sraubeit? 2335 

autnmDcr. Shut fag' ntir ein§, man foil feiit SButtbcr glaubcnl 


fjexctifudje. 

5luf eincm nitbrigm Serbc fttfjl ein groficr JTtfftf u6ec btm fftuet. 3n bail ®anibfe, 
btc bciOTii in bie Wit fleiejt, jcigcn fief) unftyiebene @)eflaltcn. (Sine lOfccifmsc 
ftfct bci bait Jtc|fri unb fdjGnnit itjn, nnb foigt, bap be nidit itbcrUllft. $cc 
sncccfatcr mit bai Sintgai fi!}t banrtai unb i»5tmt (id;. aBJnbe nub Safe 
finb mit ban fcltfamffai J )crenl)ali3r.itf) aliegefdjmucft. 

Rauft. ajicfiljiftopijclcd. 

Rauft. SOiir miberftel;t ba§ tollc SauBertoefen ! 

SBerfpridjft bu ntir, id| foil gcncfeit 
Sit biefent SBuft non 9 taferei ? 

SSerlaitg’ id; 9 JatI; Oott eincm nltcn SBciBe '? 2340 

llttb fd;afft bie ©ubetfod;erei 

2 Bof)I breifjig Sat;vc ntir nont Sieibe ? 

2 M; ntir, luettit bu nid;t§ S8effer§ mcifjt ! 

@d;oit ift bie .fpoffituug ntir berfdjltmttben. 

£mt bie Sftatur ttttb I;at citt cbler ©eift 2345 

9 tid;t irgeitb eiitett SBatfam auSgefmtbeit ? 
s»tct)f)iftot)i)ctc8. SCttein gremtb, unit fprid;ft bit mieber !(ng 1 
®id; jit Oerjiingen gicbt’S and; citt ttntiirlid; SKittel; 

Sltteiit e§ ftcfjt itt einent aitbern 23 ud), 

Hub ift citt rounbertidj ©afntct. 

Ran ft. Sd; mitt cs miffett. 

snicf>t)fftot)i)cic8. ©utl ein ffllittel, oijne ©elb 

Unb Strst unb 3 ouberel 311 1 ;abett ! 

S 3 egieb bid; gteidj IjiitauS nitfb gelb, 
gang’ an jit fjadett unb 311 grabeit, 

©rf;alte bid) uttb beiuett ©inn 
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Frosch. It seemed to me, though, as if I was drinking 
wine. 

Brander. But how was it with the grapes t 
Altmayer. Now let any one tell me that one must not 
believe in miracles ! 


Witch’s Kitchen. 

( On a low hearth stands a large caldron over the fire. In the vapour 
that rises from it appear various figures. A She-Monkey sits by 
the caldron and shims it, and lakes care that it does not run over. 
The He- Monkey sits near, with the young ones, and warms himself . 
Walls and ceiling are decked out with the strangest witch-furniture . ) 

Faust, Mephistopheles. 

Faust. The mad magic revolts me ! Do you promise me 
I shall recover in this chaos of frenzy 1 Do I need 
counsel of an old woman ? And will the mess-cookery 
really take thirty years from my frame? AVoe’s me 
if you know of nothing better! Already hope has 
vanished. Has nature, and has a noble spirit discovered 
no sort of balsam 1 

Mephistopheles. My friend, now again you talk sensibly ! 
There is also a natural means of making you young again ; 
but it is in another book, and is a strango chapter. 

Faust. I desire to know it. 

Mephistopheles. AA’ell ! to have a means without money 
and doctor, and sorcery : betake yourself straightway 
to the field outside ; begin to hoe and to dig ; keep your- 
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2356-2383 


3 n cittern gaits befdbranften Sfreife, 

©ritafjre bid; mit lingemifdjtet (Speife, 

2 eb' mit bem SBiel; at§ SSicI;, imb ad)t’ eS itid;t fiir 9 taub, 
®cit 9 (det, belt bit entteft, fclbft jit biiitgeit ; 

®a§ ift ba§ befte SJtittet, gtauB’, 2360 

9 tuf adjtjig Saljr bid; 311 berjiingcn 1 
$ 0 u ft. ®a§ bin id; itid;t geluiitfiitl Sdj faint mid) nid;t 
bequeiiteit, 

®eit ©fiaten in hie §aub 311 itcljmeu. 

®aS eiigc 2cbcit ftetjt ntir gar uid;t ait. 
sv!c^t)iftof)i)c(c9. @0 mujj bcitit bod; bie .fjcjie bran ! 2365 

So 11 ft. SBarunt bemi juft ba§ attc StBeib 1 
Sfaititft bit ben ®raitf nid;t felbet braiten ? 

SBtcOijiftiniijctcs. ®a 3 luiir’ cin fdjimet 3eitt»ertrei6 ! 

3d; luoCCt’ inbcfj luoI;{ tnufciib SBriideit bnitcit. 

9 M;t ffiititft ttitb 9 Biffeitfd;aft attein, 2370 

©ebutb loin bei bem SBcvfc fei;it. 

©in ftillet ©cift ift 3at;re tang gefd;iiftig ; 

®ie 3eit nur ntad;t bie feiue ©at;rnitg frdftig. 

Uiib atteS, toaS bagit gctjiitt, 

©S fiitb gat nmuberbarc @ad;eit I 2375 

®ct ®citfel I;at fie’S sloar getet;rt ; 

Sltteiit bat ®cnfct faint’s itidjt mad;eit. 

(®ic 5Ef;icre erblicfciib.) 

@iel;, loetd; eiit 5iertid;cs> ©efd;ted;t ! 

®aS ift bie SDtagb I ba§ ift bet Shted;t I 

(3u beu SE^ieren.) 

©S fd;eint, bie gran ift itidjt 311 tpaufe ? 2380 

itc xotcce. S 3 eint @d;nianfe, 

9 tnS bem §anS 

3um ©d;otnftciit tjiitaub ! 
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self and your senses in a thoroughly confined circle ; 
nourish yourself with unmixed food j live with the heast 
as beast, and think it not robbery yourself to manure 
the land which you reap. That, believe me, is the best 
means of making you young again, up to eighty. 


Faust. I am not used to that ; I cannot bring myself to 
take the spade in hand. The narrow life does not suit 
mo at all. 


Mephistopiieles. So then, the witch must do nevertheless. 


Faust. But why the old woman in particular? Cannot 
you brow the drink yourself 1 

Mephistophei.es. That wore a pretty pastime ! I would 
build about a thousand bridges in the time. Not art 
and science only, but patience is required for the work. 
A quiet spirit is active at it for years ; time alone makes 
the delicate fermentation strong. And all things that 
pertain to it are very wonderful matters. The devil, 
indeed, has taught it her, hut the devil cannot make it. 
{Perceiving the Animals.) See, what an elegant breed ! 
That is the lass— that is the lad! {To the Animals.) 
It seems your mistress is not at home 1 

The Animals. At the feast, out of the house, out by the 
chimney. 
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5»)ef>i)iftof>i)ctc3. SDSie laitgc ftficgt fie moI)t 511 fdjtoarmen ? 
®ic sijictc. ©0 fang’ Wit xtit§ bte i| 3 foten mfirntett. 2385 
«utct>f)iftD4>i)cics (ju fynuft). SBte finbeft bit bte jarteit 
Sljiere ? 

Sau ft. ©0 abgcidjmadt, at§ id) tutr ctioaS fat) ! 
SBtcfjijtftoiiijcicS. SKein, cin ®i§cottr§, tuie bicfer ba, 

3ft grabe bet, bett id) am licbften fiifjre 1 

(3u fceii SEIjieren.) 

©0 fagt ntir bod), Ucrflu<f)te ifSiifjpen ! 2390 

2 BaS quirlt iljr tit bent S 3 rei tjerunt ? 
aitictc. 2Bir fodjeit breite SBettetfnfifien. 
a»ct)f>tfti>4>i)cic3. ®a f)abt iljr citt grofj ^publicum. 

3>cr itatcv (mndjt fid; Ijerbci itub fdjmeidjett bcm 9)?e^ifto^c(c3.) 

0 miirfte ttttr gteicf) 

Uttb tnacfje midj reicfi, 2395 

Uttb lafjt mid) gemittneit ! 

©at- fd)tedjt ift ’3 befteUt, 

Uttb mar’ id) bei ©etb, 

@0 tuar’ id) bei ©irnteit. 

s»tcf)i)iftof>i)ctc3. 28 ie gtiid(id) tuiirbe fid) bev 3 lffe fc^afeett, 
SSBttnt’ er nut and) ittS Sotto fe^ett I 2401 

(3nbeff«n fiaben tie fungen aJlccrfflfocben mit einer grojicn flugel gcfpictt 
unb collen fie fervor.) 

See Safer. ®a§ ift bie SSSelt ; 

©ie fteigt uttb fcillt 
Unb rottt beftanbig I 
©ie flingt mie ©taS ; 

2 Bie balb bridjt baS ? 

3ft t)ot)t iitmetibig ; 

.'pier gtanjt fie fel)r, 

Unb l)ier nod) ntef)r. 
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Mephistopheles. Pray, how long is she usually on the 
rove 1 

Animals. As long as we are warming our paws. 

Mephistopheles (to Faust). How do you find the delicate 
animals 1 

Faust. As silly as any I ever saw ! 

Mephistopheles. Nay, a discourse like the present is 
precisely what I am fondest of carrying on. (To the 
Animals.) Tell me, pray, accursed puppets, what are 
you stirring up in the pap 1 

Animals. We are cooking thin beggars’ broth. 

Mephistopheles. There you have a large public. 

The His-Monkey (comes near and fawns on Mepiiisto- 
PHELES). Oh do but throw tho dice directly, and make 
me rich, and let me win ! Things are very badly 
ordered ; and were I in funds, I should bo in my wits. 

Mephistopheles. How happy would the ape esteem him- 
self, could he but put into the lottery ! 

{Meanwhile the young Monkeys have been flaying with a large 
globe , ami roll it forwards . ) 

He-Monkey. That is tho world; it rises and falls, and 
rolls constantly. It rings like glass ; how soon breaks 
that 1 It is hollow within. Here it glitters much, aiid 
M 


178 


3««ft 


24 IO -2436 


3d) bin lebeitbig ! 241O 

SJlein lieber ©ol)it, 

§alt bid) bauoit I 
®u mufjt fterbeit I 
©ie ift Uon Sf|oit, 

@3 gicbt ©djcrben. 241s 

»tcvi)iftiH)i)cic8. 2Ba§ foil ba§ ©ieb? 

$cr Sinter (i)oit eb tferunter). SScirft bit ciu Sieb, 

SBoiit’ id) bid) gteid) erteitnen. 

(Gr Ifluft jur JlAfyiit Nipt fie burcf;fcf;cn.) 

©iel) bnrd) bn§ ©icb ! 

(Srfennft bu bcit Sieb, 2420 

Unb barfft it)it iticijt itennen ? 

s»i c ij i ft 0 4> 0 c t c s (fid) bem Scuct itni)critb). llitb biefer Sofif ? 
Sinter unb si ri t; t it. Set nlberitc Sropf 1 
(Sr fennt nid)t ben Scpf, 

© r fennt nidf»t ben Slcffel ! 2425 

s»tcS)i)tfto))i)cic8. UnfjoflidjeS Sljier I 
$cr Sinter. Sen SBebel niimit l)ier, 

Unb fc^’ bid) in ©effel ! 

(Gr notfyigt ten 0)icvt)iflop^efc8 ju fifeen.) 

^ (tu ft (iue(cf;er biefe 3cit fiber tor eincm ©pieget geftauben, fic^ ibm balb genftljert 
balb fid? von if;m entfernt f;at). 

23 a§ fel)’ id) ? SBeld) eiit Ijimtniifd) S 3 ilb 
3eigt fid) in biefent 3aubcrfpiegel I 2430 

O Siebe, lei()e mir ben fdpieilftcit bciitcr giiigel, 

Unb fiil)re ntid) in iljr ©cfiib 1 
Sid), luemt id) nid)t nnf biefer ©telle blcibe, 

SOSenn id) e§ lunge, nnl) 511 gel)it, 

Sbanit id) fie ltnr nl 3 luie int Slebel feint I — 

Sag fdjiinfte S 3 iib uon eiitem SDBeibe 1 
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hero still more. I am lively ! My dear son, keep thee 
therefrom ! Thou must die ! It is of clay ; there will 
he potsherds. 

Mephistopheles. What is the sieve for 1 

The He-Monkey ( takes it down). Wert thou a thief, I 
should know thee directly. {Tie runs to the She-Monkey, 
and makes her look through.) Look through the sieve ! 
Dost thou recogniso the thief, and darest not name him ? 

Mephistopheles {approaching the fire). And this pot ? 


He and She-Monkeys. The silly ninny ! He knows not 
the pot, he knows not the caldron ! 


Mephistopheles. Uncivil boast ! 


He-Monkey. Take hero the whisk, and sit on the settle. 

{He makes MEPHISTOPHELES sit.) 

Faust {who, all this tune, has been standing before a mirror, 
now approaching and now receding from it). What do 
I seel What a heavenly image shows itself in this 
magic mirror ! Oh Lovo, lend mo the swiftest of thy 
wings, and hear mo to her region ! Ah, when I do not 
remain on this spot, when I venture to go near, I can 
only see her as in a mist ! — The loveliest imago of a 
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Sft’g niogtid), ift bag SBeiB fo fd)ou '? 

91 iuf 3 id) an biefcm Ijingeftrectten SeiDe 
®en Snbegriff Doit alien §imntcln feljn ? 

@0 etloag finbct fid) auf ©rbcu ? 2440 

sncpoiftovtjcrcs. Slatiirlid), menu eiit ©ott fid) erft fedjg 
Sage f)Iagt, 

Unb fet6ft ant (Sitbe S 3 rabo fagt, 

®a nntf) eg mag ©cfd)cibteg merbeu. 
giir biegmat fiel) bic§ intnter fatt ; 

3d) lueif) bir fo ein ©d)a(jd)eit angjuffiiiren, 2445 

Unb felig, tocr bag gitte ©djidfat Ijat, 

2 ((g SBraittigam fie Ijciinjnfiiljren I 

(Sauft flcr;t immerfort in ben ©Jriegct. 9Jld>&ifhtyf;ete$, fid; in ban ©cffcl 
beljnenb unb mit ban 2Bcbcl fpielcnb, frtl;rt fort ju fprcd;en.) 

§101 fif}’ id) toie ber SSBnig auf bent ®f)toite ; 

®cn $ef)ter Ijntt’ id) Ijier, eg feljlt itnr nod) bic ©roue. 

3)ic SIjicvc (iuc(d;c bifiljcr aftertei ttmnbcrlid;e ?13auegungen buvd; dimmer 
ganad;t tyaben, bringen ban QJiepljiflof'ljelcS cine JTvoitc mit grofiem ©cfd;rci). 

0 fet) bod) fo gut, 2450 

2 Jlit ©d)luei6 itnb mit SBIitt 
®ie ©rone 311 leimeit ! 

(@ie gef;en nngefetyieft mit ber .Krone urn unb jerbrectyen fic in jiuei ©tilde, 
mit mefetyen fie Ijernmfpringen.) 

SJlntt ift eg gefd)el)tt I 
SfBir rebcit unb fcf)it, 

S8ir I)orcit unb retmen I 2455 

S o 11 ft (gegeit ben ©viegel). SBef) mir I id) toerbe fd)ier Ocrriidt. 
sotctitjtftouoctcs (auf bie Stytere beutenb). Stun ffingt mir an 
faft fetbft ber ©of)f 311 fd)ioait(en. 

®ic stjiccc. Unb menu eg uitg gliidt, 

Unb menu eg fidj fdjidt, 

©0 fittb eg ©ebaufeu. 
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woman! Is it possible ?— is woman so lovely 1 ? Must 
I see in this recumbent form the epitome of all the 
heavens ? Is there aught like it upon earth 1 

Mephistopheles. Naturally when a God first drudges for 
six days, and himself says bravo at the end, something 
clever must come of it. For this time, by all means, 
look your fill. I know how to find such a darling for 
you ; and happy he who has the good destiny to bear 
her homo as a bridegroom ! 

(Faust gazes continually in the mirror . Mephistopheles, 
stretching himself on the settle , and playing with the whisk , 
continues to speak. ) 

Hero I sit, like the king on his throne ; here I hold the 
sceptre ; the crown alone is lacking. 

The Animals ( which hitherto have been making confusedly 
all sorts of strange movements , bring a crown to Mephisto- 
pheles with loud cries). Oh do bo so good as to glue 
the crown with sweat and with blood ! (They handle the 
crown awkwardly , and break it into two pieces , with which 
they skip about.) Now it is done ! We speak and see, 
we hear and rhyme ! 

Fausi (before the mirror). Woe’s me! I am becoming 
almost distracted. 

Mephistopheles (pointing to the Animals). My own head 
almost begins to reel now. 

The Animals. And if we are lucky, and if things fit, then 
they are thoughts ! 
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Souft (11'ic oBcn). SWcin 83 nfen fiingt mir ait 311 Bremtert! 

©ntferitett loir uitg nur gefdjroinb ! 
a«ct)i)iftovBcicS (in obiger StcUmig). SKitit, iucnigftenS mug 
man Belentiett, 

®ag eg aufridjtige ^oeteu finb. 

(3)ec i?cffef, toetctyen tic JMfcin 6iSf;cc auger 9l<$t getaffen, fftngt an uberju* 
laufen; c8 entfteljt cine grope fffammr, toctctye jum ©cfyornftciu $inau6« 
fcfytflgt. ®tc -Sere fommt fcuve^ bie fftamme mit cntfe(jlid;cm ©efetyrei 
$eruntergcfa$ren.) 

$ic $c*c. atm atn! atm atui 24 6 5 

Sterbanimteg ®f)ier I oerfluefite @au ! 

SBerfiiumft ben Seffet, Derfeitgft bie gran 1 
SBerftuditeg ®gier 1 

(iSauft unb SMtbBigol'ritltJ erBlidenb.) 

SBag ift bag gier ? 

23cr fcgb igr gier ? 2470 

3Bag tuollt igr ba ? 

2Bcr fdjtidj fidg cin ? 

®ie geitergeiit 
@ud) iitg ©e&ein ! 

(Sic MBrt mil tern ©cfiaumtuffct in ben Jteffel unb fprifct ffiammen nail) ffaufi, 
3)ie|>Ijifti)t'liete! unb ten iJBierett. $ie illjiere winfetn.) 
S)!ct)l)tftot>t)eIe8 (mcldicc ben SBetct, ben ec in bee §aub ^att, umtepvt unb 
u liter bie ©iflfer unb iESbic frfiUgt). 

©ittjmeil eittjiuei! 247S 

®a tiegt ber SBrei I 
®a tiegt bag ©tag ! 

©g ift nur ©gag, 

®cr ®act, bu atag, 

3u beincr SEftetobei. 24 8o 

(3#tem lie ■Sere roil ©rimm unb Qntie&eu juriidtritt.) 

©rfeunft bu mid; ? ©eripge I ©djeufat bu I 
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Faust (as above). My bosom begins to burn. Let us only 
begone quickly I 


Mephistopheles. Well, one must at least confess that 
they are candid poets. 

( The caldron , which the She-Monkey has hitherto left without 
attention, begins to run over ; there arises a great flame, which 
shoots out up the chimney. The Witch comes careering down 
through the flame with horrible cries . ) 


The Witch. Ow, ow, ow, oiv ! Damned beast ! Cursed 
sow ! Thou neglectost the caldron, scorchest thy mis- 
tress ! Cursed beast ! (Perceiving Faust and Mepiiisto- 
pheles.) What is that here 1 Who are you here 1 
What want you there ? Who slunk in 1 The torment 
of fire into your bones ! 

(She dips the shimming-ladle into the caldron, and sprinkles flames 
at Faust, Mephistopheles, and the Animals. The Animals 
whimper . ) 


MEPHISTOPHELES (who reverses the whisk which he holds ill 
his hand, and strikes among the glasses and pots). To 
pieces ! To pieces ! There lies the pap ! There lies 
the glass ! It is but a jest — the timo, thou carrion, to 
thy tuno ! 

( While the Witch steps bach, full of rage and amazement.) 

Dost thou know mo 1 Skeleton ! Thou monster ! Dost 
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©rfennft bu beittett $errtt mtb mteiftcr ? 

3 Ba§ 5cilt mid; ab, fo fdilag’ id; ju, 

Serfdmtettre bid; 1111b bciue ffiajjeitgeiftcr ! 

.'paft bit norm rotljcit SBatnmS iiid;t mefjr Dtefpect ? 2485 

Sbamtft bu bie $at;itenfeber nidjt erfetttteit ? 

•f?ab' id; bie§ Stngefic^t bcrftcdt ? 

©oil id; mid; etlua fetbcr iiemten ? 

®*« • < s>csc. £> $err, Ocrjeiljt bett rofjett ©ruf; ! 

©cl;’ id; bod; fcineit ^Sferbefng, 2490 

28 o fiitb betiit cure bcibcit SRnbcit ? 
ioicvoifto^ijcus. g-iir bicSntat fomutft bn fo bntion ; 

®eiitt freilid; ift cS einc SDScife fdjott, 

®afj loir iut§ nid;t gefe£;eu l;nbcn. 

2 Iud; bic Suitin', bie tide SBelt bctcdt, 2495 

|>at attf beu ®eitfcl fid; crftredt ; 

®n§ uot'bifd;e 5 f 3 I;atitom ift mm uid;t nteljr 311 fd;aucit ; 

SBo fiet;ft bit .fptirtter, @d;loeif intb ftlaueit ? 

Uitb toa§ beu Stiff bctrifft, beu id; uicfjt miffett faint, 

Ser loiiebe mir fiei Seuteit fd;abett ; 2500 

®arum bebiett’ id; mid;, loie mmtdjcr jititge SKaitit, 

©eit Oicten ^atjreu falfd;er SBBnbcu. 

®ic fpcgc (tanjenb). ©inn uub S 3 erftaitb ocrlier’ id; fcfjiev, 
©et;’ id; ben Quitter ©atau luieber I;ier 1 

®ett Stamen, SBeib, Uerbitt’ id; lttir 1 250s 

*tc Jpci'c. SBarunt? SBaS I;nt er cud; gctl;ait ? 
aHclit)iftoVOcic«i. Sr ift fdjott long iuS gabetbud; ge> 
fd;riebeu ; 

Sltlein bic SJieitfdjen finb nidfts beffer bran : 

®eu SQiifeit fiitb fie Io 3 , bic SBofeu fiitb gebliebett. 

®tt itcttttft mid; §err SBarott, fo ift bic ©ad;e gut; 

3d; bin eiti Sabatier, loie attbre Sauaticre. 
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thou know thy lord and master t What hinders me 
from hitting out — from dashing thee and thy monkey- 
spirits to pieces 1 Hast thou no more any respect for 
the red doublet 1 Canst thou not recognise the cock’s 
feather 1 Have I concealed this face 1 Must I perad- 
venture name myself 1 

The Witch. Oh master, pardon the rough greeting ! Why, 
I see no cloven foot ! Where, then, are both your 
ravens 1 

Mephistopheles. This time you will get oft' so ; for 
certainly it is some while since we have seen each other. 
Culture also, which licks all the world into shape, has 
extended to the devil. The Northern phantom is now 
no more to be seen. Where do you see horns, tail, and 
claws 1 And as regards the foot, which I cannot do 
without, it would damage mo with people ; therefore 
these many years I have availed myself, like many a 
young man, of false calves. 

The Witch (dancing). I am almost losing my wits, to see 
Squire Satan here again ! 

Mephistopheles. The name, woman, I deprecate. 

The Witch. Why 1 What has it done to you ? 

Mephistopheles. It has long since been relegated to tho 
fable-book ; but men are nothing the better for that. 
They are rid of the Evil One ; the evil ones have 
remained. If you call mo Baron, that will do very 
well. I am a cavalier, like other cavaliers. You do 
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®u glucifelft itic£)t ait nteiitem ebleit 83 Iut ; 

©iet; [;er, ba§ iff ba§ SBappett, baS id; fiiljre ! 

(Sr macfyt cine unanftAnbige @c6erbc. ) 

3>ic ipcjc (tnd;t umnagig). Ipal t;a! ba§ ift in carer SIrt! 

S'fjr fet;b ein ©djetnt, mie it;r nur tmmer inart. 2515 

»ic()()iftovi)cic8 (511 ffanft). SDfciit grettnb, ba§ terne tool;! 
toerftet;n 1 

®ie§ ift bic Strt, ntit $c£en unigugetjn. 

®ic .t)c«c. Stun fagt, ifjr gcrrcit, toa§ iljr fd;afft! 
s»ic()i)ifto()f)cte3. Ein gates @In§ boit bem Befanuten ©aft! 
®odi rang id; end; ttiitS attfte bitten ; 2520 

®ic Satire boppetit feine ®raft. 

®ic .■peje. Ear gent! ,'pier f;ab’ id; cine glafd;e, 

Stub ber id; fetbft juiueileit na[d;c, 

®ie aucf) nid;t mel;r ini miubften ftinft ; 

Sd; mitt end; gem ein @Ia£d;eit gebett. 2525 

(Scifc.) 

®od; menu eS biefer SOtann unborbereitet trinft, 

@0 fault er, mifst it;r mol;t, uid;t cittc ©tuitbc lebeit. 
sutct>i)ifti>t>i)cic8- ES ift eitt gutcr gremtb, bent eS gebeit;cit foil; 
8d; goitit' it;nt gem baS S 3 efte beittcr Stiid;e. 

3iet; beiitett StreiS, fprid) bciite ©priidjc, 2530 

Uitb gieb il;m eiue ®affe oott! 

(®ic -§cre mit feltfnmen ©eberben, jietyt ciiicu JJreis unb fleftt luunberbare @ad;cn 
r;iitciii ; inbeffen fangen bie ©Ififcr an ju fjingen, bic tfejfel ju tonen, nub mac^cu 
iWhtfif. Sulefce bringt fie ein gvofieS iBucty, fkllt bie 2)icecfa^jen in ben JtreiS, 
bie il)r jum 4ht(t bienen unb bic ffacfcfn fatten miiffen. @ie toinft Saufteit, ju 
if;c ju treten.) 

Snufi (jn iWcptiiftopfjcteb). Stein, fage mir, mad foil bad 
merben ? 

®ad totte gettg, bie rafeuben ©eberbett, 
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not doubt of my noble blood ; see here, that is the 
scutcheon which I boar ! 

{He makes an unseemly gesture. ) 

The Witch ( laughs immoderately). Ha ! ha ! that is in 
your style ! You are a rogue, as you always were ! 

Mephistopheles (to Faust). My friend, learn to under- 
stand that well ! This is the way to deal with witches. 

The Witch. Now say, gentlemen, what is your pleasure 1 

Mephistopheles. A good glass of the well-known juice ! 
But, I must beg you, of tho oldest; years double its 
strength. 

The Witch. Most willingly ! Here I have a flask, out 
of which I myself occasionally sip ; which, besides, no 
longer stinks in the least; I will willingly give you a 
glass. {Aside.) But if this man drinks it unprepared, 
he cannot, you know well, live an hour. 

Mephistopheles. He is a good friend, whom it is meant 
to benefit. He is welcome, for my part, to tho best of 
your kitchen. Draw your circle, say your sentences, 
and give him a cup full ! 

( The Witch, with extraordinary gestures, draws a circle , and places 
strange things within it ; meanwhile the glasses begin to ring , the 
caldrons to sound and make music. Lastly , she brings a great book, 
places the Monkeys in the circle, who are made to serve her fora 
desk, and to hold the torch . She signs to Faust to come to her.) 

Faust (to Mephistopheles). No, tell me, what is to come 
of it 1 The mad stuff, the raving gestures, the most 
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®er a6gcfd)ntadtcfte S3etrug, 

©inb mir Betannt, betgagt gettitg. : 

a«c()T)ifto()bcic8. Si, i|Soffeit I ®a§ ift nur junt Sadjcit ; 
@et) nut itid)t eitt fo ftrenger SKaitit I 
Sie mug af§ Strjt ciit §ofit3|)ofu§ ntadjeu, 

®antit bet ©aft bit mof|f gebeifjen faun. 

(®t notljujt Swiften, in ten JtreiS jn treten.) 


Jpcjc (mit grofjcr Smv^afe fangt an and bent SStttfjc 311 
beclamiren). 

®u mufit berftefjn I 
Stub @iit§ ntad)’ fjctjn, 

Uttb Sluci fag gcf)ii, 

Utib ®rei tttacf/ gleidf), 

@0 Bift bit rcidj. 

SSetfier 1 bie SBier I 
SfuS giittf mtb @ed)§, 

©0 fagt bie ©eg’, 

SDtad)’ ©iebeit uttb Sttf)t, 

@0 ift’S boff6rad)t I 
Utib Sfcutt ift SitiS, 

Uub Segit ift S'cittS. 

®aS ift baS ©egett-SiuntafeittS 1 
Sun ft. SJtidj biintt, bie Sffte ffiridjt int gieber. 
aticfittiftotiitcics. ®aS ift ttotf) fattge nitfjt boriiBer; 

3 d) fentt’ e§ luofjf, fo ftiugt baS gattje Slid). 2555 

3d) I)abe matid)e 3eit bamit berforeu, 

®etm ein bolffomnmer SBibertyrucf) 

93 Iei 6 t gfeid) gefjeituuigboH flit SHitge lbic fiir ®f)orcu. 

SKeiti gteutib, bie Shmft ift aft utib tteit : 

S§ mar bie Sftt 511 offcti Seiteit, 2560 

®tttd) ®rci uttb SiuS, unb Sins uub ®rci 
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absurd imposture are well known to me, and odious 
enough. 


Mephistopheles. Oh, nonsense ! That is only fit to laugh 
at ; only don’t bo so austere a man ! She must, as 
doctor, make a hocus-pocus, whereby the juice may 
agree well with you. 

{He makes Faust enter the circle.) 


The Witch ( begins to declaim with great emphasis from the 
book). ‘ Thou must understand ! Of one make ten, and 
let two go, and make three even ; so wilt thou bo 
rich. Drop the four ! Out of five and six, so says the 
witch, make seven and eight ; so it is accomplished : 
and nine is one, and ten is none. That is the witch’s 
Onco-one’s-one.’ 


Faust. It seems to me, the old woman is talking in fever. 


Mephistopheles. It is not over yet by a good deal. 
I know it well ; so rings the whole book. I have lost 
many an hour with it ; for a perfect contradiction 
remains equally mysterious for wise men and for fools. 
My friend, the art is old and new. It was the way at 
all timos through three and one, and one and three to 
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gm.ft 


2562-2588 


3rrtt;um ftntt 2Bat;rI;eit jit OerBreiteit. 

©0 fd;lnci(jt mtb Iel;rt man nngeftort ; 

SEBer JoilX fid) mit belt S'tarr’n Befaffen ? 

©einotmtid; glauBt bet SKenfd;, luemt er nur SBorte Ijdrt, 

©3 tniiffe fid; baBei bod; mid; tna§ benfen laffett. 2S 6t 
$ic Jpci'c (fdtjvt fort). 

®ie t;o!je fcaft 
®er SEiffeitfdiaft, 

®cr ganjeit SBelt Berborgen ! 

Hub tncr ttid;t bcnft, 2S70 

®ent loirb fie gefdienft, 

@r f;at fie ofjne ©orgeit. 

Snuft. SSBaS fagt fie uttS fur Unfiitu Bor? 

©§ lnirb mir gteid; bcr Sfopf jerfiredjeit. 

SKid; biinft, id; Ijor’ eitt ganjeS ©f)or 2S75 

Son [;unberttaufenb Jlarreit fpredjett. 

SBtcnBiftoBOctcS. ©cittig, geitug, 0 trefftidje @i6l;HeI 
©ieB beiiten SEranf I;er6ei, mtb fiitte 
®ie ©djatc raid; Bi§ ait ben 9iaitb [;iitait ; 

®emt nteinein greunb loirb biefer Sriiitf nid;t fdjaben : = S 8o 
©r ift eitt SOiami Bolt Bictcit ©raben, 

®cr tnaitd;eit gutcit ©d)tmf getl;ait. 

(Die 4cre, mil tietcu Ocnimmitii, fgiciift ben Sranf in cine ©rtjnlc; toic 
fie Snuft an ben ffltunb bciiujt, entfteljt cine (eiif;te Slamme.) 


91ur frifd; f)inunter ! Sumter 511 ! 

($3 loirb bir gleid; ba§ tperj erfreuen. 

Sift mit bent ®eufel bn mtb bn, 258 . 

Llnb loiCft bid; oor ber gtamnte fd;eticn ? 

(®ie *&crje 15ft ben J?rei3. gnitfl tritt IjerauS.) 

sWctUjiftiUMKinS. Stmt frifd; fjinauS ! ®tt barfft itid;t rnljit. 
®ic ipese. SDtijg’ end; bab @d;tiictdjen loot;t Befjagen ! 
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spread error instead of truth. So people prate and 
teach undisturbed. AVho wants to meddle with the 
dolts 1 Man usually believes, if he only hears words, 
that surely something also admits of being thought 
thereby. 


The Witch ( continues ). ‘The high power of knowledge 
hidden from the whole world ! And ho who thinks 
not, to him it is granted ; he has it without trouble.’ 

Faust. What nonsense is she reciting to us 1 My head 
will split directly. Moseems, I hear a whole chorus of a 
hundred thousand zanies talking. 


Mephistopheles. Enough, enough, Oh excellent Sibyl ! 
Give hero thy drink, and quickly fill the cup up to the 
brim ; for this draught will not harm my friend. Ho 
is a man of many degrees, who has made many a good 
gulp. 

( The Witcii, with many ceremonies , pours the drink into a cup. As 
Faust brings it to his mouth , a light Jlame arises.) 

Quick, down with it ! Don’t hositato ! It will at once 
gladden your heart. You are hand in glove with the 
devil, and will you shrink from flame 1 

( The Witch dissolves the circle. Faust steps out. ) 

Now briskly forth ! You must not rest. 


The Witch. Much good may the little draught do you ! 
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(juv -§ene). Hub fanu icf) bir lung 311 @c= 
fatten tl;un, 

@0 barfft bit min’s nun anf SBatpungiS fngett. ^590 

$tc ip cjc. §icn ift cin £ieb I luemi i(;n'§ guiueiten fingt, 

@0 luenbet if;n Befonbre SBintung fpiincn. 

»icn()ifto(>0cic8 (311 Sauft). Somnt nun gefcf;lutitb unb tnfj 
bid; fiit;nen 1 

®it mufjt notljluenbig tnanffrinineu, 

Snutit bie SDraft bund; Sun* unb SteujjneS bningt. 2595 
Sen eblcit StRii^iggang Iet;n’ id; Ijcnuad; bid; fc^afecn. 

Hub Bntb empfinbeft bu mit innigent ©ngcjjcn, 

SBie fid; ©lipibo negt unb f;in unb luieben fpningt. 

3-nnft. Snjj mid; nun fd;nett nod; iit ben Spiegel fd;nueit ! 

®a§ gnnuenBitb man gnn 311 fd;iiu ! 2600 

ancvDifto^bcics. Stein! Stein I ®tt fottft bnS SJtuftcn ntten 
gnaueit 

Stun bntb teiBt;aftig Uon bin fetju. 

(Scife.) 

®u fietjft, mit biefem ®nnut int SeiBc, 

S 3 ntb fpetenen in jebem SBeiBe. 


©tnatie. 

Smift.' lUliivnnvetc Mciltct gcljcnt. 

3 n u ft. SJtein fd;uite§ gniintein, bnnf id; lungeit, 2603 

SJteiiten Stniu nub ©eleit if;n aitgutnngen ? 
ailnvnnvctc. S 3 iit lueben gniintein, lueben fd;on, 

Sfamt ungeteitet nnd; fpaufc gct;it. 

(Sie mad;t fief? Io6 unb ab.) 


Street (i) 


193 


Mephistopheles (to the Witch). And if I can do any- 
thing to pleasure yon, you need only mention it to me 
on Walpurgis Night. 

The Witch. Here is a song ; if you sing it at times, you 
will perceive a particular effect. 

Mephistopheles (to Faust). Only come quick, and let 
yourself be guided ! You must of necessity perspire ; 
whereby the force penetrates through, inwardly and 
outwardly. Afterwards I shall teach you to prize 
noble indolence ; and soon you will find, with heartfelt 
delight, how Cupid bestirs himself, and bounds hither 
and thither. 

Faust. Let me only look quickly again in the mirror ! 
That female form was all too fair ! 

Mephistopheles. No, no! You shall soon see bodily 
before you the model of all women. (Aside.) Wifh 
this drink in your body, you will soon see a Hqlen in 
every woman. 


Street, (i) 

Faust. Margaret passing by. 

Faust. Fair lady, may I venture to offer you my arm 
and escort 1 

Margaret. I ’m neither lady nor fair, and can go home 
unescorted. 

{Stic disengages herself and exit.) 

N 
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So 11 ft. Skint gimntel, btefeS ®inb ift fcfjbrt ! 

©0 etloag I;n6’ id) nie gcfeljtt. 2610 

©ic ift fo fitt> mtb tugenbreidj, 

Hub ettoag fd)nippifd) bod) gugteic^. 

®er Sippe Sfotl), bcr SBnttge Sid)t, 

®ie Sage ber SDBelt ttergcff id)’g uid;t ! 

SSic fie bic Slugett lticbcrfdjlcigt, 261s 

gat tief fid) iit mein get 3 gepriigt ; 

SKJie fie Inrg angebmtbcit tuar, 

®ag ift nun junt ©ntjudeit gar ! 


9Hcp1)ift0pl)c(cd tvitt nuf. 

Souft. .got’, bu mufst ntir bie ®intc fcfjaffen 1 
loicfjijiftopijcicd. Sluit, iue(d)e? 2620 

Souft. ©ic gittg juft Oorbei. 

s»tcf)t)iftof>tKtc3. ®abic? ©ie tain bon itjrent IfSfaffen, 

®er fpradj fie cider ©iittben fvei ; 

Sd) fd)tid) mid) l)art ant ©tut)t ootbei. 

@g ift eitt gar uitfdjttlbig ®ittg, 

®ag eben fiir itidjtg jur SSeid)te gittg ; 2625 

Ueber bie f)ab’ id) feine ©clualtl 
Souft. 3 ft iiber bierje^n 3 <d)r bod) alt. 
attcvftiftofjrtctcs. ®u fprid)ft ja mie gang Siebertid), 

®er begel)rt jebe liebe SStiiiu’ fiir fid), 

Uttb biinfett itjm, eg toar’ fein’ ©fir' 2630 

Hub ©uitft, bie itidit 311 pfttidcu mar’ ; 

©el)t aber bod) itid)t intmer ait. 

Souft. SDtein gerr SSagiftcr Sobefatt, 

Safi ©r mid) mit bent ©cfej) iit grieben I 
Uttb bag fag’ id) 3 f)iu turj uttb gut, 

SBeitit ttid)t bag fiifje juttge SSIut 


2635 
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Faust. By heaven, this child is fair ! I have never seen 
the like ! She is so well-behaved and virtuous, and yet 
somewhat snappish withal. The redness of her lip, the 
light of her cheek,— I shall not forget them all the days 
of my life ! The way she cast down her eyes is stamped 
deep in my heart ; the sharp way in which she answered, 
— it was really quite ravishing ! 


MErniSTornELES enters. 

Faust. Hark, you must get me the girl ! 

Mephistopheles. Well, which 1 

Faust. She passed just now. 

Mephistopheles. She, there 1 She came from her priest, 
who absolved her of all her sins. I stole by close to 
the confessional. It is quite an innocent thing, that went 
just for nothing to confession. Over her I have no 
power ! 

Faust. Yet she ’s ovor fourteen years old. 

Mephistopheles. You really talk like Jack Hake, who 
covets every sweet flower for himself, and fancies there 
is no honour or favour which may not be plucked. It 
does not always do, however. 

Faust. My worthy magister, leave you me alone with 
your precepts ! And in a word, I tell you this : if the 
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§eut 9tncf)t in nieincu Strnten ruf)t, 

@0 [mb loir unt 9 Jtittcrnncf|t gefdjicben. 
s»ict)()iftovi)ctc8. SBebett!’, luo§ getju mtb ftetjeu mng I 
3 d) brmtdje mcnigfteitg oierjelju Sag’, 2640 

9 tur bie ©etegenficit auSjufpiiren. 
gfa» ft. §att’ id) nur ficben ©tuitben 9 M)’, 

93raud)te ben Seufet nid)t bap, 

©0 cin ©efdfopfdjeit jit derfu^ren. 

»tc()()tftoi)t)cfc8. 3i)r ffiredjt [d)oit faft toie eiit grattpg ; 
Sod) bitt’ id), lafjt’g end) nicf)t oerbrieffett : 2646 

5 ESa§ I)itft’g, nut grabc 511 gettiefien ? 

$ie greub’ ift tange nidft [o gtofe, 

Sttg loemt i£)t erft Ijerauf, Return, 

Surd) allcrtei 83 rimboriunt, 2650 

Sag ipii[3fid)en gefuetet unb gugerid^t’t, 

SCBie’S letiret ntaud)e luetfdje ®efd)id[t’. 

San ft. §ab’ Slfpetit aitdfi ot)ite bag. 
s 9 tcf)t)iftofit)cic 9 . 3efet ofine ©djintpf unb oljtte ©fmfj : 

3d) [ag’ end), mit bent fd)oneit Sfittb 2655 

@e(jt’§ ein> fi'ir aflental nidfit gefcf)it>inb. 

SQtit ©turm ift ba nid)tg einjuneijiiten ; 

SCBir tniiffen ttttg jut Sift beguemen. 

San ft. ©d)aff ntir ettnag bout ©ugetsfdjaf) ! 
giifjr’ mid) an il)ten atnljefitajj ! 2660 

©cfjaff ntir eiit §algtud) doit it)rer SBruft, 

©in ©trumpfDanb nteiner Sicbegtuft I 
lUtcuijiftuutjctcS. Santit it)r fet)t, bajj id) enter ifSeiu 
aBitt ffirbcrlid) unb bienfttid) fet)n, 

SSoKett luir feitten Stugcubticf uerlierett, 2665 

SESitI eud) nodj Ijeut in it)r Simmer filtjren. 

Sau ft. Unb foil fie feljn ? fie Jjaben ? 
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sweet young creature does not rest to-night in my arms, 
you and I shall be parted at midnight. 

Mephistopheles. Consider what is feasible ! I need a 
fortnight at least, only to find out the opportunity. 

Faust. Had I but seven hours’ leisure, I should not need 
the devil in order to seduce such a little creature. 

Mephistopheles. You really talk almost like a French- 
man ; but pray,— don’t be offended— what boots it only 
to enjoy straight off? The pleasure is not so great by 
far as when you have first kneaded and shaped the 
puppet — up, round about, through all kinds of foolery,— 
as many a Gallic and Italian story teaches. 

Faust. I have appetite even without that. 

Mephistopheles. Now, without pleasantry and without 
jest, I tell you once for all, there is no managing it 
quickly with the fair child. Nothing here is to bo taken 
by storm ; we must put up with stratagem. 

Faust. Get me something from my angel-treasure ! Lead 
me to her place of repose ! Get me a kerchief from her 
breast, a garter for the ardour of my love ! 

Mephistopheles. That you may see that I wish to be 
useful and serviceable to your torment, we will not lose 
a moment; I will conduct you this very day to her 
chamber. 

Faust. And shall I see her ? — have her ? 
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2668-2686 


3ttci>Oift0i>fy£ic3. 9lein I 

©ie lutrb bei eiiter Stadj&artu fei;n. 

3nbeffett fount if;r, gaits nltein, 

Sltt otter (poffnuiig fiinft’gcr greubett 2670 

3« ifjrent SmtftfreiS fntt cud; locibcu. 

Sou ft. Stinnett loir I;iit ? 
fflicfjf)iftof)t)ctc8. @3 ift nod; 311 friif;. 

Snuft. @org’ bit mir fur eitt G5efd;enf fur fie I (516.) 

a»cf>i)iftofjf)cre8. ©Icid; fdjenfcit? ®a§ ift brab! ®a toirb 
er reiiffiren I 


3d; fettite tnattd;ett fepnett ipiajj 

2675 

Unb titand;eit aftoergrabitcn ©djaj; : 


3d; tttufi eitt bifjdjen rebibireit. 

( m .) 


216enb. 

Gin Heines, vcintid^cS 3immec. 

fflioiflovctc (ifjre 36gfe ffcdjteub unb aufDinbcub). 
3d; gab’ lon§ brunt, ttteun id; itttr ttnifjt’, 

SBer fjeut ber Jpcrr gclttcfeit ift ! 

Grr faf) getoifs red;t loader att§, 

Unb ift au§ cittern cblctt $att§ ; 

®a§ fount’ id; iffm an ber ©time fefett — 

@r tuiir’ anc§ foitft itidjt fo fed getoefett. 

a>lct)Ijiftot>tjctc3. Snuft. 

s»tcf)t)iftof)t)ctc3. .'peteitt, gaits Icife, ttur f;ereitt 1 


Snuft (and; eiiiigem ©tidfrtjtveigeit). 


3d; bittc bid;, fajj mid; atteitt 1 

2685 

sot ct> i> t ft 0 \> i) cf cs ((jenuiifburcitb). 


9tid;t jebe3 Sftiibd;cit f;<ilt fo rcitt. 

(5(6.) 


2680 

(5(6.) 
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Mephistopheles. No! She will be at a neighbour’s. 
Meanwhile, quite alone, in her atmosphere, you may 
feast your fill on all hope of future joys. 

Faust. Can we go thither 1 

Mephistopheles. It is too early yet. 

Faust. Provide me with a present for her. {Exit.) 

Mephistopheles. Making presents directly ! That is 
capital ! There he will succeed ! I know many a fine 
place, and many a long-buried treasure. I must look 
them over a bit. (Exit \ 


Evening. 

A small , neat room. 

Margaret {braiding and tying up her cue). I would give 
something for it, if I only knew who the gentleman was 
to-day ! He certainly looked very gallant, and is of a 
noble house. I could read that on his brow — besides, 
ho would not else have been so impudent. 

Mephistopheles. Faust. 

Mephistopheles. Come in, quite softly, but come in ! 

Faust, {after some silence). Leave me alone, I beg of 
you! 

Mephistopheles {prying about). Not every maiden keeps 
so neat. 
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S mi ft (rings nufftfjnuenii). aBtCCEomitteit, fiifjer ®iintnterfd)ein, 
®er bit bieS Jpeittgtf)uni burdjtoebft ! 

CSt-gretf’ nteiit $erj, bit fiifje SiebeSpeitt, 

®ie bit it out ®r;nn ber fpoffnung fd;mad;tcitb lebft 1 2690 

SBte atljntet vittgg @efid;l ber ©tide, 

®cr Orbnttttg, ber fjufriebenljett I 
Sit biefer Strmutfj tocldjc glide ! 

Sit biefeitt Sferfer JttelcEie ©eligfeit I 

(Ev mirft fiib mif tin trternen ©effet am Sttie.) 

D ltttiiiit mid; nttf, ber bu bie SBorloett fcfjott =095 

S 3 ei grenb’ itttb ©djmerg itt offttett Strut etnftfangcn 
SBie oft, ad) I f;nt att biefeitt SBaterttjron 
Otfjott cine ©dinar bott Stttbertt rings gefiaitgett ! 

SSiedeic^t Ejat, bnttfbar filr ben Ijeil’gett Kfjrift, 

SKeitt £iebd)ett fjier, mit boden Sittberibattgen, 2 700 

®cnt Sltjnfjernt frontnt bie tttetfe $attb getiifet. 

Sd; fiif)f, 0 Sftabdjett, beittett ©eift 
®er giid’ nttb Orbttmtg ttttt tttid) fdnfeltt, 

®cr miitterlid^ bic§ tciglid; unterlbeift, 

®ett ®epfiid) attf bett ®ifdj bid^ reintid; breiten fieifjt, 2705 
©ogar ben ©anb ju beittett giigen frattfeltt. 

O liebe fiattb I fo gottergteid) I 

®ie tpiitte loirb bttrd^ bid; eitt $immetreicfj. 

Unb fjier 1 

(Sr f;cbt eincn JBettuorfjaitg auf.) 

SffiaS fafjt tttid; fiir eitt SBoitnegrauS ! 

£>ter ntodjt’ id) bode ©tunben fonttien. 27 io 

Star ! fjier bilbeteft in beidjteu ®rfitittten 
®ett eingeboriteit ©nget nnS. 

§ier tag baS Sfittb, mit tnarmem Seben 
®ett jarteit SBnfeit attgefiidt, 
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Faust ( looking round). AVelcome, sweet twilight, that 
pervadest this sanctuary ! Seize my heart, thou sweet 
torment of love, thou that livest languishing on the dew 
of hope ! How the feeling of quiet, of order, of content- 
ment, breathes around ! What fulness in this poverty ! 
What bliss in this cell ! (He throws himself on the 
leathern arm-chair by the bed.) 


Oh receive me, thou that hast already welcomed, with 
open arms, past generations in joy and sorrow ! Ah, 
how often heretofore has a troop of children hung 
around this paternal throne ! Here haply my darling, 
grateful for the Christmas gift, has, with the full cheeks 
of childhood, piously kissed the withered hand of her 
grandsire. I feel, Oh maiden, thy spirit of fulness and 
order whisper around me, which motherlike instructs 
theo daily, bids thee spread neatly the cover on the 
table, and oven scatter the sand in circles at thy feet. 
Oh dear hand, so godlike ! the hut becomos through 
thee a kingdom of heaven. And hero (He lifts up a 
bed-curtain) what blissful dread seizes me ! Here could 
I linger for whole hours. Nature ! here, in light dreams, 
didst thou form the born angel, Hero lay the child, 
its tender bosom filled with warm life ; and here, 
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$auft 


2715-2742 


271s 


2720 


Hub f)ier mit t;cifig rcinem SCBebeit 
©ntloirfte fid) ba§ ©otterBifb ! 

Unb bit ! 2 Ba§ fiat bid) §ergefiif)rt ? 

SBic iititig fiifjt' idE) mid) gcriifjrt ! 

28 a§ luittft bit f)ier ? 2 Ba 3 toirb ba§ $ei - 3 bir fd)luer ? 
Sfrmfef’ger gauft ! id) fenite bid; uid)t ntefjr. 

llmgiebt mid) I)ier eiit gauBerbuft ? 

3 Jtid) braitg’g, fo grabe ju geniegeit, 

Unb fiifjfe mid) in SieBeStraitm gerffiejjen ! 

Stub tuir citt ©fiicf Bon jebem ®rncf bcr Sitft ? 

Uttb trcite fie ben StngcnBIid herein, 2725 

28 ie loiirbeft bn fiir beiiteit greocf biifjeit I 
Set grofjc $an§, acl), loie fo ffeitt I 
Sag’, ffingefdjjmofgen, ifjr 311 giigeit. 

@efd)luinb ! id) fel)' fie nitteit fomnteit. 
Snuft. gort 1 fort ! 3<fj fef)re nimiitertnefjr ! 2730 

§ier ift ein Sfiiftdjen, Iciblid) fdfjlner ; 

3 d) f)nb’§ mo aitber§ Ijergenottttiiett. 

©tefft’S f)ier nitr imnter in ben @d)rcitt ! 

3d) fdjloor’ eitd), ifjr Bergeljit bie ©imten ; 

3 d) tf)at end) ©ad)efd)en Ijinein, 2735 

Unt cine aitbrc 311 geloinnen. 

■Slnar Sfinb ift Sfiitb nttb ©pief ift ©pief. 

Smift. 3d) lueif) nid)t, foil id) ? 
s»ic)>!jift0t>f)c(e8. gvagt il)r Biel? 

SOtcint ifjr Bict(eid)t ben ©cfiaj) 3U Joafjreit ? 

®ann rati)’ id£) eitrer Siiftentfjeit, 2740 

®ie fiebe fd)iiite SCageSjeit 

Unb mir bie ineitre SKitf)’ 311 ff)aren. 
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with holily pure growth, the divine image developed 
itself. 

And thou ! — what has brought thee hither t How deeply 
stirred I feel ! AVhat wouldst thou here 1 Why grows 
thy heart so heavy 1 Miserable Faust, I know thee no 
more ! 

Does a magic air surround me here ? I was impelled to 
enjoy so instantly; and I feel myself dissolving in a 
dream of love ! Are we the sport of every pressure of 
the air 1 

And if she entered at this instant, how wouldst thou atone 
for thine offence ! The braggart — ah, how small ! — 
would lie, melted away, at her feet. 

Mephistopiieles. Quick ! I see her coming below. 

Faust. Away, away ! I return no more. 

Mephistopiieles. Here is a casket, tolerably heavy ; I 
took it from somewhere else. Put it quick here in the 
press ! I swear to you, her senses will fail her. I 
placed trifles inside to win another. To be sure, child is 
child, and play is play. 

Faust. I know not — shall 1 1 

Mephistopiieles. Can you ask 1 Do you mean perchance 
to keep the treasure 1 Then I advise your wantonness 
to spare the lovely daytime, and further trouble to me. 
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3d) I; off’ nidjt, bafs iljr cjetgig fet)b ! 

3d) frnj;’ ben Sbofif, rcib’ nn ben §cinbcn — 

(Or (leftt tat JIflftdjen in ten 2ct;iciii nub tnitft tat ©djlojj 

Sflitr fort I gefdgoinb ! — 
lint eudj bag fitffe jimge SHitb 
2iad) licrjeng SButtfdj nnb SBitt’ ju toenben ; 
Uttb ifjr fefjt brein, 

3(fg fotltet ifjr in ben $orfaat fjtneiit, 

Slfg ftiinben gran Icibffaftig Oor end) ba 
f|3fjt)fif uttb SKetapfjtjfifa I 
SUur fort ! — 

SBtni’flnrctc (niit cincr Sampc). 

©g ift fo fdjitmf, fo bnmpfig fjie ! 

*(<Sie marfjt taS Scnfler mtf.) 

Uttb ift bod) eben fo tonrm nidjt braufj’. 

©g toirb mir fo, id; loeifi nidjt toic — 

3d) tuoKt’, bie aflutter feint’ uacf) §aitg. 

Sflir fiiitft ein ©diauer iibern gaitjen 2cib — 
S3in bodj ein tfjbridit, furdjtfam SSBeib I 

(@ie fflngt an 311 futgen, intern fie ficty and jicf;t.) 

©g tuar ein Stonig in ®fjute, 

©ar treu big an bag ©rab, 

®cm ftcrbcnb feiitc SBuijle 
©iuen golbueit SBedjcr gab. 

©g gittg il)nt nid;tg bariiber, 

©r leert' if;n feben ©djinaiig ; 

®ic Slugeit giitgett iljiu iiber, 

©0 oft cr trait! baraitg. 

Uub afg er fain 311 fterben, 

3af)It’ er feine ©tabt’ ini Steid), 


tniebet ju. ) 

2745 


2750 

( 916 .) 


2755 


2760 
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I hope you are not avaricious ! I scratch my head, rub 
my hands — (He places the casket in the press, and closes 
the loch.) 

But away, quick ! — to turn the sweet young child according 
to your heart’s wish and will. And now you look as if 
you had to go to the lecture-room — as if Physic and 
Metaphysic were standing there grey and bodily before 
you ! But away ! (Exeunt.) 


Margaret (with a lamp). It is so sultry, so close here ! 
(She opens the zvindozu.) And yet it is not exactly warm 
outside. I begin to feel I know not how — I wish my 
mother would come home. A shudder runs over my 
whole body — I am, in sooth, a foolish, timid woman ! 
(She begins to sing as she undresses herself.) 


‘ There was a king in Thule, right true unto the grave, to 
whom his mistress, dying, gave a golden goblet. 


‘Nothing was more prized by him ; ho emptied it at every 
feast ; his eyes overflowed as often as he drank out of 
it. 


‘And when ho came to die, he counted his cities in the 
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©mint’ atteg feinent ©rbcit, 

®eit Sicdjer itid)t gugtcicf). 277c 

@r fafj Beim Sfbniggmaf)te, 

®ie fitter um ifjn tjer, 

9 tuf fjoljem SSaterfaalc, 

®ort aitf bem @d)tof) am OTeet. 

®ott fianb bet alte 3ed)er, 2775 

®ratt{ Icjjte SebeitSgtut^, 

Unb tnarf belt Ijeittgeit SBedjer 
§inmitet tit bic glutt). 

®r fat) ifjn ftiirgen, trinfen, 

Unb fittfen tief iitg SJteer. 2780 

®ie Slugen tljciten tljnt finfcn, 

®ranf nie ciiteit ®rof>fen mel)t. 

(@ie eri'ffnet ben ©cpreiu, if;re Jtlcibcc einjurfiumen, nnb cvblicft bag 
<Sc^mucf ftiflcf^en. ) 

SCBic fommt bag fc^one SMftd)en f;ier tjereiit '? 

Sd) fdjfofj boc§ gang gelviij) ben @cf)tein. 

(£$ ift bod) nntnbevBar ! SCSog mag luoljt brinne fetjit ? 2785 
S 3 ieHeicf)t Bradjt’g jemanb at® ein ifjfattb, 

Unb meine SKutter lief) baranf. 

®a fjangt ein ©djliiffcldjen am S 3 anb, 

Sid) ben!c tootjf, id) mad)’ e§ anf ! 

SGSaS ift bag ? ©ott im $immel ! <Sd)an, 2790 

@0 mag f)a6’ id) mein’ ®age nidjt gefetjn. 

©in ©djnuuf I SUiit bem fount’ eiite ©betfran 
Sfnt I)bd)ften geiertage gel)it. 

SBie fottte mir bie Stette ftefjit ? 

23 em mag bie $errtid)feit gefjoren ? 2795 

(@ie pufct fid5> bamit auf unb tiitt uuc beu (Spiegel.) 
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kingdom, granted everything to his heir — not so with 
the goblet. 


1 He sat at the royal banquet— the knights around him— 
in the high ancestral hall, there in the castle by the sea. 


1 There stood the old carousel', drank the last life-glow, and 
threw the hallowed goblet down into the flood. 


‘He saw it plunge, fill, and sink deep into the sea; his 
eyes did sink ; never a drop more drank he.’ 


(S/ie opens the press to put away her clothes , and perceives 
the casket of jewels.) 

How comes this beautiful casket in here 1 Why, most 
certainly I locked the press. It is really strange ! 

What may be in it, I wonder ? Perhaps some one 
brought it as a pledge, and my mother lent on it. Here 
hangs a little key on the ribbon ; I have a good mind 
to open it. What is that 1 Good heavens ! Look ! I 
have novel 1 seen anything like it all my days ! A set of 
jewels! A lady of rank might go with them to the 
highest festival. How would the chain suit me 1 To 
whom may the magnificence belong 1 ( She adorns her- 

self with them and walks before the glass.) 
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2796-2817 


SBenn nur bte Ofjrrittg' iitciite mdreu I 
9 )ian ficf)t botfi gteicf; gnitj attberd brciit. 

S Bad t;itft end) <ScTjonI;eit, jttitged S 3 Int ? 

®ad ift motjt afled fdjon ititb gut, 

Slfteiit man Idgt'd and; aHe§ fet;n ; 2800 

Stan to6t cud; I;aI6 ntit GrBarmett. 

9 tad; ©otbe brdugt, 

5 (nt ©otbe tjdngt 

®od; atle§ ! 8ld;, tuir Slrmen ! 


©pajtergang. 

3nuft (in ©etanfen auf unt at'gc^ent). 3u if; m micpfyiftopIjcIcS. 

ancpfjtftotiticica. Ski alter »erfd;mdt;ten fliebel Skint I)oIIi= 
fdjett ©lemettte 1 2805 

3 d; mottt’, idj tuiigte mad Stergerd, bag id;’d ftud;eit founte ! 
3mift. SBad f)aft? mad fiteiftt bid) beuit Jo Jcf;r? 

@0 feiit ©efid)t fat; id; in meinent SeBett I 
s»lcVbiftot>t)ete 8 . 3 d; niiicfit’ mid; gteief) bent Seufel iibergeben, 
SBettn id; nur fetbft feiit Scufet mar’ I 2810 

3 n» ft. §at fid; bir mad irn Sfoftf Oerfd;obett ? 

Sid; fteibet’d, mie eitt Stafenber ju toBeit I 
a)tct)0iftot>0eic8. ®citft ttur, ben Sdfniudf, fiir ©retd;eit oit< 
gefegafft, 

®ett t;at eitt tpfaff t;inmeggerafft ! — 

®ie SKuttcr friegt bad Sing ju fdiauen, 2815 

©teid; faitgt’d it;r Ijeimtidj an jit grauett : 

®ie grau t;at gar eitten feinett ©erud;, 
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If but the earrings were mine ! One really looks at once 
quite different in them. What does beauty, and young 
blood avail you ? That, no doubt, is all well and good ; 
but people also leave it all alone. They praise you half 
in pity. After gold presses — on gold hangs — in reality 
everything. Alas, wo poor ! 


Promenade. 

Faust in thought , going up and down ; to hint Mephistopheles. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. By all despised love ! By the infernal 
element ! I would I knew something worse that I might 
curse by it ! 

FAUST. What ’s the matter with you ? AVhat pinches you, 
then, so hard 1 I never saw such a face in my life ! 

Mephistopheles. I could give myself to the devil directly, 
if only I were no devil myself ! 

Faust. Has anything got deranged in your head 1 It be- 
comes you to rave like a madman ! 

Mephistopheles. Only think, the set of jewels provided 
for Gretchen — a priest has snatched it away ! The 
mother gets to see the thing ; she at once begins secretly 
to fear. The woman has a very fine scent, ever snuffles 
0 
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28l8-28^8 


©djnuffelt immer int ©ebetbnd), 

Uttb riec^t’S ehtent jebeit SKobcI ait, 

06 ba§ ®ing Ijeilig iff ober profan; 2820 

Uitb ait bent ©djntitd, ba fpiirt’ fte’S ftar 
®af; ba6ei nid;t Diet ©egcn iuav. 

„ SDteiit Sinb ! * rief fie, „ uitgcred;tc3 @nt 
SSefangt bie ©cele, ge^rt auf ba§ SBIiit. 

SBoden’S ber iOJutter ©ottc§ lDciI;ctt, 

28irb itn§ tnit $intmel§ntanita erfrcnen I " 

SJtargretlein jog eiit fcfjicfeS SDtaid ; 

3ft Ijatt, badjt’ fie, eiit gcfd;eitfter ©aid, 

Uitb )iiaf;rlid; i gottloS ift nidjt bet-, 

®er il;n fo feitt gebrad;t f;ierf;cr. 

®ie SJtitttcr lief; eiiten ipfaffeit fontnteit ; 

®et Ijatte fauiit bett ©paf; Beritomntett, 

Sieji fic§ ben Slnblid looljt bef;agen. 

©r fprad; : „ ©0 ift limit red;t gefinnt ! 

$3er itberloiltbet, ber geloinnt. 

®ie Sirdje I;at eiitctt gnteit SJtageit, 

$at ganje Sattber aufgefreffcit, 

Uitb bocb itod; ttie fid; tibergeffen ; 

®ie Sird;’, attein, ntciite liebeit grattcn, 

Sami uitgered;teS @nt ticrbaiteit.' 1 

3- mi ft. ®a§ ift eiit attgenteiner S3raitd), 

@iit 3nb’ itttb Siittig faint e§ and;. 

s»tct)()iftont)cii:8. ©trid; brattf cin ©flange, Sett 1 uitb Sting, 
9tl3 iuaren’3 eben fjjfifferling’, 

®anff nid^t toeitiger mtb itid;t mct;r, 2845 

Sll§ ob’3 eitt Sorb Bolt Stiiffe tocir’, 

SBerfpradj ifjnett alien I;intittlifd;en SoI;tt — 

Uttb fie inareit fef;r erbaut baooit. 


2825 


2830 


2835 


2840 


Promenade 


211 


in her prayer-book, and tells by the smell of every piece 
of furniture whether the thing is holy or profane ; and 
in the set of jewels she scents out clearly that there was 
not much blessing about it. ‘My child,’ cried she, 
‘unrighteous wealth troubles the soul, consumes the 
blood. We will devote it to the Mother of God; she 
will gladden us with heavenly manna.’ Little Margaret 
drew a wry mouth ; in sooth, thought she, it is a gift- 
horse ; and truly he is not godless who brought it here 
so handsomely ! The mother sent for a priest. He had 
scarcely perceived the jest when ho seemed well pleased 
at the sight. Ho spoke : ‘ This shows a good disposition. 
He that overcometh wins. The church has a good 
stomach, has devoured whole countries, and yet has 
never hitherto overeaten herself. The church alone, 
my good women, can digest unrighteous wealth.’ 


Faust. That is a general custom ; 
do it too. 


a Jew and a king can 


Mepiiistopheles. Thereupon he swept off a clasp, chain, 
and ring, just as if they were mere trifles ; thanked no 
less and no more than if it wero a basketful of nuts ; 
promised them all heavenly reward — and much edified 
they were by it. 
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ffntif*. lXixb ©retdjen? 
si»»c()i)ifto))i)c(c8. ©ijjt nun unruljboll, 

SBeijj mcber iua§ fie iuitt nod) foil, 2850 

Scutt an§ ©efdjmcibe Sag unb 9iatf)t, 

9iod) mef)r an ben, ber’3 it)r gcbradjt. 

Smift. ®c§ SiebdienS Summer tf)ut mir teib. 

©djaff' bit ifjr gteidfi eiit nen Oefc^metb’ ! 

9lm evfteu tear ja fo uidjt biel. 2855 

SBicu>)ifii)t)i)cic8. 0 ja, bent fperrit ift atle§ Sinbertyicl ! 

Sit 11 ft. Hub mad)', unb rid)t’3 nad) meiitem ©inn ! 

§ang’ bid] ait il)ve 9tad)bnviit ! 

©el) Seufet bod) nur nid)t luie 93rei, 

Unb fdjaff eiiten neueit ©djrnud fycrbei ! 2860 

iwc0()iftot)i)ctc8. fja, gitdb’ger $err, bott fjerjen gente. 

(Saitjl nb.) 

@0 eiit Uerliebter Sfior Berfrafft 

@ud) ©oitne, 3Jtonb ititb aflc ©tcrne 

Sunt ^eitbertreib bcm Sicbdjcn in bie Sufi. (5(6.') 


®er Statbbarin £au<S. 

sotni'toc (al(eiu). ©ott ber3eil)’§ meiitem liebeit SJtaun, 2865 
@r I)nt an mir nicfjt moljtgetljan ! 

©ef)t bn ftrncfg in bie SBelt fjinein, 

Unb liifit mid) auf bem ©troi) ntleiu. 

SCflfit i()it bod) loal)rlid) uidjt betriibeu, 

Sf)at il)n, loeif) ©ott 1 rcd)t fjerjtid) liebeit. (@ie wcint.) 

aSie(leid)t ift er gar tobt I — 0 ipeiit I 2871 

fjcitt' id) nur eiiteit Sobtcnfdjcin I 
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Faust. And Gretchen ? 

Mephistopheles. Is now sitting full of restlessness, know- 
ing neither what she wants nor what she should do, 
thinking on the set of trinkets day and night, — still 
more on him who brought it for her. 

Faust. My darling’s trouble grieves me. Get you directly 
a new set of trinkets for her ! There was not, you 
know, so much about the first. 

Mephistopheles. Oh, to be sure, all is child’s play to the 
gentleman ! 

Faust. And do it, and order it, according to my wish. 
Stick to her neighbour. Only, pray don’t be a milk- 
and-water devil; and bring hither a fresh set of jewels. 

Mephistopheles. Yes, gracious sir, with all my heart. 

(Exit Faust.) 

Such an enamoured fool blazes away into the air sun, 
moon, and all the stars, by way of pastime for his 
sweetheart. {Exit.) 


The Neighbour’s House. 

Martha {alone). God forgive my dear husband ; he has 
not acted well by me ! Ho goes straight away into the 
world, and leaves me alone on the straw. Yet truly 
I did not trouble him ; God knows, I did love him right 
heartily. {She weeps.) Perhaps he is even dead ! — 
Oh, torture ! — Had I but a death certificate ! 
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SDlnrgnretc fonimt. 

ivini'gncct c. gran SJt artlje ! 
ainvUjc. ©retc(d;eit, tuaS fotl’ 3 ? 

SBinvgnvctc. gaft fiitteit ntir bic Stniee ttieber I 
®a finb’ id; fo ein Stciftdjen inieber 2875 

Sit meiitent @d;reiit, non ©benffotj, 

Uttb ©adjen, fjerrtid; ganj ttub gat, 

S 3 eit teidjcr, ats ba§ erfte mar. 
ffltnvttjc. ®a§ muff @ic ttidjt bet SJtntter fagen ; 

®tiiit ’3 n>ieber gleic^ 5111 SSeidjte tragen. 2880 

winvonvctc. Stdj felj’ @ie itur ! ad; fdjait' @ie nut ! 
soinvtoe (pit fte attf). O bit gtiicffet’ge ©reaturl 
sointontctc. ®arf ntidj, teibcr, ttidjt attf bet ©affett, 

9 todj in bet Stride ntit fetjeit taffeit. 
ajinvttjc. ®ontnt bu itur oft ju tttir fjeriifier, 2883 

Uttb teg’ ben ©djimtcl t;ict t;eiiittid; an ; 

©fmjier’ ein ©tiinbdjeit tang bent ©fiiegetgtaS uoriiBer, 

SBir I;aben ttnfre grettbe bran. 

Itnb banit giebt’S eiiteit Stntafj, giebt’g ein geft, 

SBo man’s fo ttad; itnb nad; ben Settieit feljeit tagt. 2890 
©in Settd;cn erft, bie i]Setle banit ittS Ot;r ; 

®ic SiJhttter fiet;t’S loot;t tticfjt, matt nwdjt if)r and; tuaS nor. 
a'lnvonvctc. SBer lonitte tint bie Beibett Staftd;en Btittgen? 

@3 get;t nidjt 311 mit ted;tett ®ingeit ! (®3 f'topft.) 
iVUtgnvctc. Std; ©ott I utag baS meitte SDiutter fetjtt ? 2895 

siHnrtijc (Durd;S ffiovtjiingcl gudeitb). @3 ift ein frentber ,'petr 
— §ercin I 


SttcfrfjiftoMclcd tritt aiif. 

tvtctJtitftovijctcs. 33 in fo frei, grab' tjereinjutreten, 
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Margaret enters . 

Margaret. Dame Martha ! 

Martha. What’s the matter, Gretchen 1 

Margaret. My knees almost sink under me ! Here I find 
in my press just such another casket, of ebony, and 
things quite magnificent — far richer than the first was. 

Martha. You must not tell that to your mother ; she ’d 
carry it at once to confession again. 

Margaret. Ah, only see ! Ah, only look ! 

Martha ( dresses her up). Oh you happy creature ! 

Margaret. Unfortunately, I must not appear with them 
in the streets, nor in the church. 

Martha. Do but come often over hither to me, and put 
on the set of jewels privately here ; walk a little hour 
before the looking-glass ; we shall have our enjoyment 
in that. And then there comes an occasion, there comes 
a holiday, when, little by little, one lots people see it ; — 
a chain first, then the pearl in the ear. I dare say your 
mother will not see it — or one will make some pretence 
to her. 

Margaret. Who could possibly bring the two caskets 1 
There is something not natural about it. (A knock.) 
Good God ! can that be my mother 1 

Martha ( peeping through the curtain). It is a strange gentle- 
man. — Come in ! 

Mephistophei.es enters . 

MephistopheLES. I’ve made free to come in at once; I 
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2898-2926 


SDhtfj t>ei ben grnuert SBerjeigit erJetcn. 

(Stitt efjvet&ietig »oc iDlargarcten jurticl.) 

SoKte itadj grau Sftartfie @d;luerbtfein frageit 1 
soiavtijc. Qd; Jin’S. 2 Ba§ fjat bet- $err 511 fagcn ? 2 900 

s»tcii()iftoDi,cic8 (Ieifc 311 it;r). 3d; fenne @ie je^t, ntir ift baS 
genug; 

@ie fiat ba gar Jornefjnten 83 efttdi. 

SJerjci^t bie greiljeit, bie id; genomnten, 

SBiff nadj SUtittage toieber fommen. 
swattjc (faiit). ®eitf’, Sfiitb, urn at(e§ in ber SBeft [ 2905 

®er fperr bid; fur ein grciufcin fjiift. 
sviavaatctc. 3 d; Din ciit nrnteS juitges SBtnt ; 

2ld) ©ott ! bcr tgierr ift gar 511 gut : 

©djmitcf unb ©efd;iueibe fiub nid;t mein. 
ancMiftotiJcics. Sfd;, e§ ift nid;t ber ©d;iitud affeiit ; 2910 

@ie gat ein SBefeit, ein SBfid, fo fd;arf ! 

SBie freut mice’s, bag id; DfeiDeit barf i 
anaeijc. SBaS Jringt ©r bemt ? ffierfaitge fef;r — 
aticjrjifto^ijercs. Qd) tDoflt’, idj fjiitt’ eine frofjere S)laf;r’ ! 

8cfj f;offe, @ie liigt micfj’S brunt nidjt Biigen : 2 9 i S 

S(;r SDJaitn ift tobt, unb liigt ©ie griigen. 

SDtartje. 3ft tobt ? bag treue $erg! O luef; ! 

SJteiit SfJfaitn ift tobt I 2(d;, id; Jergefj’ I 
mtofBuvcJe. 2(d)! liebe gran, oerjiueifeft iticgt ! 
anc^r)ifto^rjctc8. ©0 fjBrt bie traurige @efd;idjt' ! 2920 

SDinvonrctc. 3d; litotfjte brum mein’ ®ag’ ttirfjt fiebeii ; 

SBiirbe mid; Serfuft 311 ®obe DetriiDen. 
awepjtfto^oeiea. g-reitb’ mug Seib, Scib mug grcube fjobeii. 
sointtijc. ©rjcigft mir feiiteS SebeiiS ©d;Iug ! 
aneutiiftojiicics. ©r liegt in ffJabun JegraJeit 2925 

SBeim fjeitigcn SlntoniuS, 
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must beg pardon of the ladies. {He steps back respectfully 
before Margaret). 1 wish to inquire after Mrs. Martha 
Sehwerdtlein. 

Martha. I am she. What has the gentleman to say 1 

Mephistopheles {aside to her). I know you now ; that is 
enough for me ; you have a very distinguished visitor 
there. Excuse the liberty which I have taken; I’ll 
come again in the afternoon. 

Martha {aloud). Think, child — of all things in the world ! 
The gentleman takes you for a lady. 

Margaret. I am a poor young creature. O heavens ! 
the gentleman is much too good ; the jewels and trinkets 
are not mine. 

Mephistopheles. Ah, it is not the jewels only; she has a 
presence, a glance so penetrating ! How glad I am that 
I may stay ! 

Martha. What do you bring, then 1 I am anxious. 

Mephistopheles. I would I had happier news ! I hope 
you will not make me suffer for it. Your husband is 
dead, and sends you his greetings. 

Martha. Is dead 1 — the faithful heart! Oh, woe! My 
husband is dead ! Ah, I shall die ! 

Margaret. Ah, dear dame, do not despair ! 

Mephistopheles. Well, hear the sad story ! 

Margaret. For this reason I should wish never to be in 
love all my days ; the loss would grieve me to death. 

Mephistopheles. Joy must have sorrow — sorrow, joy. 

Martha. Kelate to me the close of his life ! 

Mephistopheles. He lies buried in Padua at St An- 
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2927-2954 


2 tn einer iuoljlgeiueiljten Stiitte 
Sum ciuig fiiglen Diugebctte. 
ssiavtijc. §abt igr fonft nid)t§ ait inicg 311 bringen? 
9 )!ct»i)ifto^()clc 8 . 3a, eiite SBitte, grog ititb fcglticr : 2930 

Sag Sic bod) ja fur ign breiljunbert SJteffett fingen ! 

3m ii6rigen fiub ntettte Siafdjen tecr. 
sbj n r t (j c. 3 Ba 8 ! SKidjt ein ©djauftiid 1 ffeilt ©efdjjueib’ ? 

2Ba§ jebcr §aubmertet>iirfcg tut ©ruitb be§ Stidcte (part, 
3 um Stitgebcnfen aufbetoagrt, 2935 

llttb lieber gungert, licBev Bettelt I 
ffliclirjiftotiijcus. SJiabant, c§ tgut mir gerjtid) leib; 

Stdeiit er gat fein @etb magrgaftig nid)t berjcttelt. 

Stud) cr bereute fetne gegter fegr, 

3 a, unb bejammerte fein Uitgtiicf noc§ Diet ntegr. 2940 
Dllncgncctc. Std) ! bag bie tOtcufcgeu fo uugtiicftid) finb ! 

©ciuig icg mid fiir ign maud) 9 tequiem nod) betcn. 
s»uvbiitot>()cic8. 3gr miirct luertg, gteid) iit bie ©g 1 3U 
treten : 

3 gr fctjb ein tiebeitemiirbig Sinb. 
ailnvonvctc. Stcgneiit! ba§ gcgt jegt itocg nicgt ait. 2945 
9 »cj>i)iftin>(ieic 8 . 3 ft ’3 nicgt ein JOiatitt, feg’S bcrmeil eiit 
©alait. 

’I ift cine bcr griigteit ipimmetegaben, 

So eiu tieb ®iitg int Strut 311 gabeit. 
ivurnnrctc. ®a§ ift be 3 SatibcS nid)t bcr SBraiidj. 
mici)()iftotii)ctc8, SBraudj ober itidjtl ©3 gicbt fid) and). 2950 
minvtrjc. ©rjcigtt mir bocg ! 

3 <g ftaub an feinent Sterbebette ; 
@3 iuar luaS beffer ate non SOUft, 

®oit gatbberfauttem ©trot) ; adcin cr ftarb ate ©grift, 

Unb fanb, bag er meit megr nod) anf ber 3 ecge gatte. 
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thony’s, in a spot well consecrated for an eternally cool 
bed of rest, 

Martha. Have you nothing else to bring mo 1 

Mephistopheles. Yes ; a request great and weighty : pray 
be sure to have three hundred masses sung for him ! 
As for the rest, my pockets are empty. 

Martha. What, not a medal 1 no trinket % — what every 
journeyman saves at the bottom of his pouch, kept for a 
token, and rather hungers, rather begs — 

Mephistopheles. Madam, I am very sorry; but really 
he has not squandered his money. He also much 
repented of his faults ; and bewailed his ill-luck still 
more. 

Margaret. Alas, that mankind are so unfortunate ! As- 
suredly, I will pray many a requiem for him. 

Mephistopheles. You would be worthy to enter at onco 
into matrimony ; you aro a lovablo child. 

Margaret. Ah, no ! that cannot be yet awhile. 

Mephistopheles. If it is not a husband, it may be a 
gallant meanwhile. It is one of the greatest gifts of 
heaven to have so sweet a thing in one’s arms. 

Margaret. That is not the custom of the country. 

Mephistopheles. Custom or not, it happens all the same ! 

Martha. Pray, relate to me ! 

Mephistopheles. I stood by his deathbed ; : it was some- 
what better than dung, — of half-rotten straw ; but ho 
died like a Christian, and found that he had still much 
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„SBie," rtef er, „ mufj id) mid) Don ©ruttb au§ fyaffctt, =955 
@0 nteitt ©emerb’, mein SBeib fo 311 bertaffen ! 

2ldj ! bie ©rinn’rmtg tobtet mid). 

SBergcib’ fie mir nut nod) in biefcm Seben I " — 
anoctf)c (toeinenb). ®er gate SJtnnn 1 id) I)ab’ iljnt Iciitgft ber= 
geben. 

aJtc4)ijiftto^TjcicS. „ 9 tHein, meijj ©ott! fie mar titeljr ©djttlb 
at§ id)." 2960 

afnr«)c. ®n§ liigt er ! SBaSl ant 3 iattb be§ ©rabs 311 titgen ! 
ajic^rjiftovocics. @r fabette gemij) in lenten Siigett, 

SBettit id) ttur fjatb eitt Sentter bin. 

„ fyatte," fpradj er, „ nidit 311m Seitbertreib 3U gaffett, 
©rft Sfittber, ttitb battn S 3 rot fiir fie 311 fdjaffett, 2965 

Itnb 33 rot int aHermeitficit ©inn, 

Hub founte nid)t einntal mein ®f)eit in grieben effeit." 
swnttrjc. ©at er fo atier ®reu', fo alter Sieb’ uergeffen, 

®er iptaderei bei ®ag mtb SRadjt ! 
s»tc)Jbifto)>i)ctc8. 3 did)t bod), er Ijat euc^ fierglid) bran gebad)t. 
©r ffirad) : „ Stt§ id) nun loeg bon SRatta gittg, 2971 

®a betet’ id) fiir gran mtb SHnber briinftig ; 

Un§ torn - bentt and) ber ©imntet giinftig, 

®af; nnfer ©d)iff eitt ttirfifd) gatjrgeng fing, 

®a§ einen @d)a() be§ grofjen ©nttanS fiitjrtc. 2975 

®a Inarb ber ®afjfcrfeit if)r Col^n, 

Hub id) eittfifing bentt and), mie fid)’§ gebiifjrte, 

SEReitt moIjtgenteffneS ®fjeil babott." 
sotnrttje. ®i mie ? ©i mo ? ©at er’§ biedeidjt uergrabett ? 
SBtcbbiftobtjcics. SBer lueifj, mo nun e§ bie bier SBittbe 
tjaben I 298° 

©itt fdjbtteS grauleitt nafntt fid) feincr att, 

Site er in Sftaftet freutb und)erfpa3ierte ; 
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more upon his score. ‘ How thoroughly,’ he cried, 1 must 
I detest myself, so to abandon my business, and my 
wife! Ah, the recollection kills me! Could she hut 
forgive me while in this life ! ’ 

Martha (weeping). The good man ! I have long forgiven 
him. 

Mephistopheles. ‘But she, God knows, was more in fault 
than I.’ 

Martha. There he lied ! What, toll lies on the brink of 
the grave ! 

Mephistopheles. Ho certainly fabled with his last breath, 
if I am but half a judge. ‘ I had not,’ he said, ‘ to gape 
for pastime— first, children, and then to get bread for 
them— and bread in the very widest sense— and could 
not even eat my portion in peace.’ 

Martha. Did ho thus forgot all my fidelity, all my love, 
the drudgery by day and night ! 

Mephistopheles. By no means ; I assure you, he affec- 
tionately reflected on it. He said : ‘ Now, whon I went 
away from Malta, I prayed there fervently for my wife 
and children; heaven also was then so gracious to us 
that our ship took a Turkish vessel, which carried a 
treasure of the groat Sultan. Its reward there came to 
valour; and I also then received, as was proper, my 
rightly-measured share of it.’ 

Martha. Why, how 1 AVhy, where 1 Has ho perchance 
buried it i 

Mephistopheles. Who knows where now the four winds 
have blown it ! A fair damsel took an interest in him, 
as he was strolling about, a stranger, in Naples. She 
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©ie f)at an iijnt Did Sieb’S nub Sven’s getfjau, 

®afj cr’S bi§ an feitt felig (Snbc fpiivtc. 
sBinvtfjc. ®er ©djelnt ! ber ®ieb an feiitctt Sinbcrn ! 2985 

Stud) adeS (Steitb, adc 9tot() 

Sonnt' nid)t feitt fdCjnnbticfj Seben Ijinbcrn ! 

bafiir ift er rant tobt. 

SBiir’ id> nun jcjjt an euran Page, 

Setraurt' id) if)it eiit jiidjtig Safjr, =990 

SBifirte baitn unterroeif uad) einem neuen ©djage. 
soiattijc. 2(d) ©ott! tuie bod) mein erftcr wav, 
giub’ idj nic^t leidjt attf biejev SBelt ben aitbent I 
(S3 foitnte fattm eiit fjerjiger 9tarrd)nt feytt. 

(Sr liebtc nur baS adjubiele SSnttberit, 2995 

Uub fvembe SBeibev, unb fventbeit SBeitt, 

Hub baS oerfludjte SBiirfetffned 
s»ic)jtiifto))[)crcS. 9iuu, nun, fo fount’ e3 gefju uub ftcljcu, 
2Bcmt ev eud) utigefafjv fo Diet 

S8on feiner ©eite nad)gefef)en. 3000 

3d) fd)Wiiv’ eud) 31!, mit bent 83cbing 
2Bcd|fe(t' id) fefbft mit end) belt (Ring ! 
sstnvtijc. O, e3 beliebt bent gerrn 311 fcfjevsett ! 
s»tcubifto)>f)ctc8 (fi'tv ftd))- 9?un mad)’ id) mic§ bei .Seiten fort! 
®ie J(iette roofjf ben Seufet felbft beitit SBort. 3°°5 

(3u ©retdjen.) 

SCBie ftefjt e§ beitit mit Severn .fjerjeit ? 

Winvonvetc. 28a3 ttteint ber fperr bantit? 
s»te»>r)tfto))t)eie8 (fitc fid;). ®tt guts, unfcfjulbigS Stub I 

(fiaut.) 

Sebt tt>o()(, i()r gratt'n I 
EDiacgavetc. Sebt Wof)( ! 

WinvHie. 0 fagt titir bod) gefd)Winb ! 
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showed much love and truth to him ; so that he felt it 
unto his blessed end. 

Martha. The villain ! The robber of his children ! No* 
even all the wretchedness, all the want, could check his 
scandalous life ! 

Mepiiistopheles. But see! for that, he is now dead. 
Now, wore I at present in your place, I should mourn 
him for one chaste year, and meanwhile have an eye to- 
wards a new sweetheart. 

Martha. Ah, God ! such as my first was, I- shall not easily 
find in this world his like. There could hardly be a 
dearer little fool. He did but love excessive roving, 
and foreign women, and foreign wino, and the cursed 
dicing. 

Mepiiistopheles. Well, well, that might have passed if 
haply ho had indulged you as much on his part. I 
swear to you, with that condition, I would exchange the 
ring with you myself. 

Martha. Oh, the gentleman is pleased to jest ! 

Mepiiistopheles {aside). Now I shall take myself oft' in 
time. I dare say she would hold the devil himself to 
his word. {To Gretchen.) How fares it, then, with 
your heart 1 

Margaret. What means the gentleman by that 1 

Mepiiistopheles {aside). Thou good, innocent child ! 
{aloud) Farewell, ladies ! 

Margaret. Farewell ! 

Martha. Oh do tell me quickly ! I should like to have a 
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3d) rnodjte gent eitt 3cngnif3 fjobett, 

2Bo, ittie uttb luamt tneitt ©djajj gcftorbeit imb begrabett. 

^d) bin turn je ber Drbnnng gteunb geluefen, 3011 

9Jiod)t’ if)tt aud) tobt hit 2Bod)enbtattd)en lefett. 
fflicijftiftobbcics. gute Stott, burd) jtbeier 3ettgen Sliitnb 
SSBirb atterlbcgg bic SEnfjrljeit fttitb ; 

§066 ttod) gar eitten feinett ©efettett, 3015 

Sett toil! id) end) Oor ben Sticljter ftetten. 

3d) bring’ if)tt tjer. 
a'tnrttjc. € tfjut bag jo I 

»!c)>t)tfto))t)ctc®. Uttb I)icr bie 3ungfrau ift and) bo? — 

(Silt braber S?ttob’ ! ift bicl gcrcif’t ; 

Sratdeing ode §oflid|feit ertneift. 3020 

an n ram- etc. SUliifste bor bent gerrett fd)atttrod) tnerbett. 
9nct)t)tfto))t)cic8. SSor feiitent Stonige ber (Srbett. 
tstncttjc. So tjinterm §attg itt nteinettt ©arten 
SSoilett tbir ber §crrn I)eitt Slbettb tbarten. 


Strafie. 

Snuft. ancwftobbetca. 

3 ft. SBieift’g? SBitfg forbertt ? SBid’g botb gef)tt ? 30=5 

s»tcf)t)ifti>bi)cfe8. Sit) brobol giitb’ id) end) int Setter? 

3it turjer 3eit ift ©retdjeit euer. 

.§6111 Slbcttb follt' ifjr fie bei Stodjbarg SUtortljen fefjn : 

Sag ift ein 23etb tbie ottgerlcfett 
3nttt Suppler- uttb Sigenitcrlbefeit ! 

3 a »ft. @ored)tI 
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certificate where, how, and when my darling died and 
was buried. I have at all timos been a friend to 
method ; I should like also to read his death in the 
weekly paper. 

Mephistopheles. Yes, good lady, everywhere, through the 
mouth of two witnesses the truth becomes known. I 
have, moreover, a distinguished companion, whom I 
will bring before the judge for you. I will fetch him 
here. 

Martha. Oh be sure to do so ! 

Mepiiistopheles. And the young lady hero will bo there 
too 1 A fine lad ! — has travelled much, shows all 
courtesy to young ladies. 

Margaret. I should havo to blush with shame before the 
gentleman. 

Mepiiistopheles. Before no king of the earth ! 

Martha. Behind the house there, in my garden, we will 
await the gentlemen this evening. 


Street, (2) 

Faust. Mephistopheles. 

Faust. How goes it ? Will it speed ? AVill it soon come 
off? 

Mephistopheles. Ah, bravo ! Do I find you aflame 1 In 
a short time Grotchon will be yours. This evening you 
shall see her at neighbour Martha’s ; that is a woman 
chosen as it wore for the pimp and gipsy line, 

Faust. That ’s right ! 

P 
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a»c()t)iftot)t)cic8. ®od) toirb aitc^ toa§ bott ttn§ begetjrt. 
Snuft. (Sin ®ienft ift loofjl be 3 anbern hjertlj. 
smc4>t)tfto4>r>ctcs. SCBir legen nur ein giiltig .Seugnijj uieber, 
®nfi iljreS ©perm auSgeredte ©tieber 
3n $abua ait tjeil'ger ©tcitte ruljn. 3035 

Sn it ft. ©etjr ling I 3 Bir luerbeit erft bie SJteife ntadjen miiffen. 
a»cf)i)lftof>bcic 3 - Sancta simplicitas ! bnrum ift’g itidjt 311 
ttjun ; 

S 3 cjeitgt nur, otjne Diet 311 ttiiffen I 
gnu ft. Sfficmt ©r nic^tS SBeffcrS Ijnt, fo ift bcr iptmt jerriffen. 
sBicpijiftoftijcicS. O Ijetl’ger ©taint I ®n lotir’t i|r’§ mm I 
3ft c§ bn§ erfte ©tal tit euerttt Sebett, 3041 

®afj it)r falfdj Seugttifi cibgetcgt ? 

|>abt itjr non ©ott, ber SBett ttitb ttma fid) britt belucgt, 

SSont ©teitfdjcit, JnaS fid) itjut in Slobf ttitb §ersen regt, 
®efinitioiten itidjt ntit grower SIrnft gegeben, 3045 

©tit fredjer ©time, fii^tter S 3 ruft ? 

Unb tuoUt it)r red)t ins Sntt’re getjeit, 

§«bt il)r babon, itjr miifjt e 3 grab’ gcftetjcn, 

©0 biet ats bon .jperrtt ©djiberbttcitt’g ®ob gelnitftt ! 

Snuff. ®u 6 ift unb Bleibft ein Siigner, ein ©oftljifte. 355° 
Sbtcf>i)tftt0f>ijcic3. toenn ntan ’3 itidjt ein bijjdjett tiefer 
toiijjte. 

®enn morgen loirft, itt ntteit @t)reit, 

®a§ nrnte ©retdjen itidjt betfyoreit, 

Uttb atte ©celetttieb’ itjr fdjlobren ? 

San ft. Unb 5lonr bott fierjen. 3055 

ancf)f)iftot>f)ct«8- @ut unb fc^Utt ! 

®nnn tnirb bon eiu'ger ®reu' ttitb Siebe, 

Son eittjig iiberaUniad)t’gem ®riebe — 

SBirb bn§ nttd) fo bon .fperaett gelpt ? 
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Mepiiistopheles. Still something also is required of us. 

Faust. One good turn indeed deserves another. 

Mephistopheles. We merely lodge a formal deposition 
that the outstretched limbs of her late lord repose at 
Padua in holy ground. 

Faust. Very sage ! We shall first have to make the 
journey. 

Mephistopheles. Sancta simplicitas ! There ’s no need of 
that. Merely depose without knowing too much. 

Faust. If you liavo nothing better, the plan is broken up. 

Mephistopheles. Oh holy man ! There, indeed, you 
would be one ! Is it the first time in your life that you 
have borne false witness 1 Havo you not with great 
energy, with shameless brow, with bold breast, given 
definitions of God, the world, and what moved therein ; 
of man— what stirs in his brain and heart 1 And if you 
would divo into your conscience, havo you known as 
much of these matters— you must confess it frankly— as 
of Mr. Schwerdtloin’s death 1 

Faust. Thou art, and wilt remain, a liar, a sophist. 

Mephistopheles. Ay, if one did not look a little deeper. 
For will you not to-morrow, in all honour, befool the 
poor Gretchcn, and vow to her tho love of all your 
soul 1 

Faust. And truly from my heart. 

Mephistopheles. Oh, excellent ! Then thero will bo talk 
of eternal truth and love, of a single overpoworing 
passion — will that also come from the heart 1 
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S mi ft. Sag bag I Eg hiirb I — SSScitit id) cittfifinbe, 
giir ba§ ©efiigt, fiir bag ©cmiigt 3060 

Stact) atanten fudge, feiiten fittbe, 

®ann bind) btc SSctt mit alien ©imteit fdjlueife, 
atad) atteu I)od)fteit SGSorten grcifc, 

Unb bicfe ©tutl), bon bev id) Bremte, 

Llnenbtid), cloig, eluig itemte, s°6s 

3ft bag ein tcuftifd) Siigenfpiet ? 
sstctibtftofiiKtcS. 3d) fjati’ bod) 9tcd)t I 
Sau ft. §br’ ! — TltCfl’ bit bicg — 

3dj Bitte bid), unb fdjottc meinc Smtgc — 

SBcr 9ted)t begotten mitt unb t)at nut eine 8unge, 

33egiitt’g gemig. 3070 

Unb tomtit, id) t)aB’ beg @d)luaf 5 eitg Uebcrbrttg ; 

®citn bit gaft 3ted)t, bor^iigtid) ttteil it g mug. 


©arten. 

SOiarnnvctc an SnuftcitS Sltm. Stftnvtfjc mit 2)tcf)f)iftof)t)rtc8 
auf unb ab fpajiecenb. 

SBinvflnrctc. 3$ fiigt’ eg tuogt, bag tuid) bet |>err ttur fd)ottt, 
§erab fid) tiigt, micg 511 bcfcgcimen. 

Ein Stcifenbcr ift fo geloogitt, 307s 

Slug ©titigfeit fiirtieb 511 tteljttten ; 

3 d) Itteig 511 gut, bag fold) crfngeiteit attaint 
aJteitt arm ©cffiriidg tiicfjt un ter gotten fattit. 

S mi ft. Eitt S3tid bott bir, Ein SBort ntegr untergcitt, 

Stttg atte SBciggeit bicfer SDSett. 

(Sc fuf t ifyie «§anb. ) 
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Faust. Leave that ! It will ! — When I feel, and seek 
after names for the feelings, for the tumult, and find 
none — then sweep with all my senses through the world, 
grasp at all loftiest words, and call this flame with 
which I burn endless, eternal, eternal — is that a devilish 
play of lies 1 

Mephistopheles. Yet I am right ! 

Faust. Liston ! mark you this, I pray you, and spare my 
lungs ■ he who wills to carry his point, and has but a 
tongue, will certainly carry it. And come, I am weary 
of prating ; for you are right, — particularly because I 
cannot help myself. 


Garden. 

Margaret on Faust’s arm . Martha walking up and down 
with Mephistopheles. 

Margaret. I feel indeed that the gentloman only indulges 
mo — demeans himself, and shames mo by it. A traveller 
is so accustomed, out of good-nature, to put up with 
things. I know too well that my poor talk cannot 
interest so experienced a man. 

Fatjst. One glance from thee, one word, is more interest- 
ing than all the wisdom of this world. {He kisses her 
hand.) 
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SBintoncctc. Qnlommobirt end) uidjt I SKJie fount if)r fie itnr 
fiiffen ? 

©ie ift jo garftig, ift fo raul) I 

2 Bn§ Ijab’ id) nid)t fdjoit aHe§ fdjaffen inuffen ! 

®ie SOZutter ift gar 511 geitau. 

(@e^n vorfifar.) 

svim'tiK. llnb it)r, mein §crr, it)r reift fo imnterfort? 3085 
s»i c 43 tj i ft o t» c 1 c c>. Sid), baft ©eloerb’ nnb ipflidjt mte baju 
treiben 1 

!®tit mie oiel ©d^nterj Dcrlafjt man nmndjeit Ort, 
llnb barf bod) nun eininal uid)t bleibeit ! 
ainrtijc. Sit rafcfien 3al)rcu geljtte lool)t ait, 

©0 um nub nut frei burd) bte SBelt 311 ftreifen ; 3090 

®od) fornnit bic bofc 8cit Ijcran, 

Hub fid) ate ©ageftolj adeiit 311m ©rab 311 fdjleifen, 

®a§ fiat nod) leiitem looI)l gctljau. 
swctiigftovbeieS- SOZU ©raufcn fcl)’ id) ba§ Don loeiteit. 
soinvtijc. ®rum, toertljer fpcrr, berat^et cud) in Qeiteit I 3095 

(®cr;n tooru&er.) 

SBiot-nntcte. Qa, au§ belt Bingen, aite bem ©inn ! 

®ic §iiftid)feit ift end) gelciitfig ; 

SlUciit if)r l)abt ber ffreunbe Ijiutfig, 

©ie finb Oerftanbigcr, ate id) bin. 

Smi ft. 0 SBcfte 1 glaube, tun§ man fo toerftanbig nennt, 3100 
3ft oft luefjr ©itelfcit unb Surjfinn. 

»tm'o nrcte. SBie? 

Snuft. Sid), bajj bie ©iitfalt, bafj bie Unfd)itlb nic 
©id) felbft uitb il)ren Ijeil’gen Serif) ertennt ! 

®a& ®emutl), Stiebrigtcit, bie Ijbdjften ©aben 
®er liebcood aitetfjeileitben Jiatur — 
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Margaret. Do not incommode yourself ! How can you, 
now, kiss it 1 It is so ugly, is so rough. What a lot of 
things have I not had to do already ! My mother is 
much too close. {They pass on .) 

Martha. And you, sir — you are always travelling thus 1 

Mepiiistopheles. Alas, that business and duty drive us to 
it ! With how much pain one leaves many a place, and 
yet — no help for it — may not tarry ! 

Martha. In the wild years, it does very well to rove thus 
freely round about through tho world. But the evil 
time draws near ; and to drag oneself as an old bachelor 
alone to the grave, that has done no good yet to any one. 

Mephistopheles. I see that with torror from afar. 

Martha. Then, worthy sir, bethink you in time ! ( They 
pass on.) 

Margaret. Yes, out of sight out of mind ! Politeness is 
easy to you. But you have plenty of frionds ; they are 
more sonsiblo than I am. 

Faust. Oh dearest ! bolievo, what people thus call sonsiblo, 
is often rather vanity and narrow-mindedness. 

Margaret. Howl 

Faust. Ah, that simplicity, that innocenco, never knows 
itself and its holy worth ! that humility, lowliness— the 
highest gifts of kindly-dispensing nature — 
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SBinffliu-ctc. ®eitft itjr mt mid) eiu SIitgeitbtidd)eit imr, 

Sdj tuerbe $eit geitttg ait cud) gu bcttleu Ijabeit. 

Sou ft- SI)* fet)b motjt bid altein? 
ffiintBorctc. Su, unfre SBirtfifdjaft ift itur Heiit, 

Hub bod) mitt fie berfetjen fetjn. 3110 

StBir I)abcii fciitc SEItagb ; muff !od)eit, fegcit, ftriden 
Unb ndfju, uitb laufeu friil) uitb (fiat ; 

Unb tneiite SWutter ift iu alien ©tiiden 
©0 aecurat 1 

illicit bafj fie juft fo fd)r fid) einjufd)ran!eit I)at, 3115 
SSJir lonnten ittt§ loeit efi’r ate attbre regen : 

SJteiit SBater tjintertiefs eiu I)iibfd) aSermbgcit, 

©in gciited)en uitb eiu ®artdjen Dor ber ©tabt. 

®od) I)ab’ tdj jejjt fo jiemlid) ftitle Sage ; 

SJteiit SSruber ift ©olbat, 3120 

SJteiit @d)iuefterd)eit ift tobt. 

Sdj I)atte ntit bent tffiinb ioot)I nteiite tiebe Stott) ; 

®od) iiberitatjm’ idj gern nod) eiitiital atte tptage, 

@0 lieb loar ntir ba§ SKitb. 

53 fo«ft. ©iu ©ltgel, Itienit bir’§ gtic§ I 

atinvoavefc. $jd) jog cl auf, uitb Ijerstid) liebt’ eS mid). 3125 
luar ttad) nteiitcS SBatcrg Sob geboreu ; 

®ie SJtutter gabcn loir bcdoreit, 

@0 elcitb mie fie bamate tag, 

Uitb fie ert)otte fid) feljr laitgfaut, itad) uitb itad). 

®a foitittc fie unit itidjt bran beitfen, 3130 

®a 3 arme SBiirntdjett fdbft git treinfeu, 

Uitb fo erjog id/S gang atlciit, 
iDiit SDtitd) uitb SBaffcr; fo tuarb’S mein. 

Slttf ntcittent Strut, iu meittent ©djoojj 
SBar’S freititblid), aafifidte, marb grojj. 
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Margaret. Think of mo but ono little moment; I shall 
have time enough to think of you. 


Faust. You are much alone, I dare say 1 


Margaret. Yes; our household is but small, and yet it 
must be looked after. We have no maid ; I must cook, 
sweep, knit, and sew, and run early and late. And my 
mother is so precise in all things ! Not that she has to 
pinch herself quite so much ; we might make a stir much 
more than others. My father left a pretty property, — 
a small house, and a little gardon outside tho town. 
But at presont I have fairly quiet days. My brother is 
a soldier ; my little sister is dead. I had, indeed, a nice 
lot of trouble with the child; but I would willingly 
undertake onco more all tho worries, so dear was tho 
child to mo. 


FAUST. All angel, if it resembled thee ! 

Margaret. I brought it up, and it loved mo heartily. It 
was born after my father’s death. Wo gave my mother 
up for lost, so wretched as she thon lay; and she 
recovered very slowly, by degreos. Thus, of course, 
sho could not think of suckling the poor little mite 
herself ; and so I reared it all alone with milk and 
water. So it becamo mine. On my arm, in my lap, 
it was cheerful, kicked, and grew. 
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3au ft. ®tt paft gelbifj bag reiitfte ©tiict empfunben. 
fflioroocctc. ®od) attep getbifj gar maticpe feptuerc ©titnbcit. 
®e§ SEIeiiten SDSregc ftaitb 311 Staept 
Slit tneinetit Sett’ ; eg burfte taunt fief) regeit, 

SBar id) erluaept ; 3140 

Satb mufjt’ icp’g treinfen, Balb eg 5U ntir legen, 

Satb, tneitn’g nid)t fd)tbieg, bout Sett’ aufftepn, 

Unb tangetub in ber Stammer auf itttb tticbcr geptt, 

Unb friil) ant ®agc fd)oit am 2 Bafcf»trog ftepn ; 

®atttt auf bent SOtartt unb att bent fjerbe forgett, 3145 
Uttb immerfort tbie pent fo ntorgett. 

®a gept’g, ntein ®err, iticf»t iinnter inuttjig 3U ; 

®od) fdjntedt bafitr bag ©ffen, fdpueeft bie 9 lup'. 

(@el)n ttoritfccv.) 

smartijc. ®ie arntett SfficiBer fittb bod) iibet bran : 

©in §ageftol3 ift fcphterlid) 3U Iteleljren. 3150 

ancptjtftoMctcs. @g tame ttur auf eureg ©leiepen att, 

Slid) ciiteg Seffertt 311 Betepren. 
attoctOc. ©agt grab’, meitt §err, paBt ipr ttocp itid)tg 
gefuitbeit ? 

§at fid) bag $erg nid)t irgcttbloo gcBuubctt ? 
S9tcf)0iftap()cic3. Sag ©pridjloort fagt : ©in eigttcr §erb, 
©itt Brabeg SSciB, finb ®olb uttb Merten mertt). 3156 

sbtnvtQc. Sep ntcine, oB ipr niemalg Suft Bctomnten? 
2 «ctii)ifto)>()cic 3 . SKatt pat tttid) uBeratt reept pBfticp auf> 
genommen. 

sotnettje. Sd) luoUte fagett: toarb’g nic ©rttft itt euerm 
§et3ett ? 

s»tc()t)tfto()t)ctca. SJiit grauen foil titan fid) ttte unterftepn 
311 ftperseit. 3160 

sutattot. Step, ipr berftept tttid) uid)t! 
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Faust. You have certainly felt the purest happiness. 

Margaret. Yet certainly full many weary hours also. 
The little one’s cradle stood at night by my bed; it 
could hardly stir but I woke. Now I had to give it 
drink ; now to lay it by me ; now, when it was not 
quiet, to rise from bed, and go skipping up and down 
the room ; and, early in the day, to stand already at the 
wash-tub ; then go to market, and see to the cooking ; 
and on and on, as to-day so to-morrow. Thus, sir, 
things do not always go cheerily; but eating relishes, 
rest relishes, for it. (They pass on.) 

Martha. The poor women are indeed in a sad plight as 
to that ; an old bachelor is hard to convert. 

Mephistopiieles. It would depend only on your like to 
inform me of a better thing. 

Martha. Say plainly, sir ; liavo you found nothing yet 1 
Has your heart not attached itself anywhere 1 

Mephistopiieles. Tho proverb says— a hearth of one’s 
own, a good wife, are worth gold and pearls. 

Martha. I mean, has no fancy over taken you ? 

Mephistopiieles. I have everywhere been received very 
politely. 

Martha. I wished to say, was there novor anything 
serious with your heart t 

Mephistopiieles. One should never venture to jest with 
ladies. 

Martha. Ah, you do not understand me ! 
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3161-3182 


s»i c *> 0 i ft 0 1> i) c i c «. ®n§ tr^ut nttr ^erjtidj (cib ! 

®od) icf; berftel)’ — bafj tljr fe()r giitig fet)b. 

(®cT)n ttorufier.) 

3 a 11 ft. ®u fannteft mid), 0 fleiiter ©itget, toieber, 

©leid) ate id) in belt ©arteit lam ? 

sotnrgnccte. @al)t i()r cs> nid)t ? id) fd)Iug bic Slttgeit lticber. 

Smift. Uitb bn tierjeifjft bie greiljeit, bte id) naljm, 3166 
28 n§ fid) bie gredjljeit unterfangen, 

Site bu jiingft auS bent ®om gegmtgett ? 

3)1 aeon* etc. Qd) mar fieftiifjt, ittir mar ba§ ttie gefd)el)ii ; 

Gte fomtte Stientanb bon ittir UebetS fageit. 3170 

2(d) ! bndjt’ id), Ijat er in beinent Sfetragcn 
2Ba§ gred)eS, UnaitftanbigeS ge[el)it ? 

@8 fd)icit i()it g(cid) nur aitjuitiattbeln, 

SOiit biefer ®irnc grabe ()itt 311 ()aitbe(tt. 

©eftet)’ id)’§ bod) 1 id) ttmfjte nid)t, ma§ ftd) 317s 

3tt citerm 58ort()eiI I)ier 311 regett gleid) begouute ; 

Slttein gemijt, id) mar rcd)t 6of auf mid), 

®afi idj auf end) ttid)t Gofer merbett fomtte. 

3- mi ft. ©ufj Siebd)eit I 

sttnconcctc. Sajjt eiitntal ! 

(®ic pfliicft cine ©tebn&lume unb jupft bic SHAttev at, ein8 natty bent anberu.) 

3 mi ft. 2Ba§fottba§? ©incit ©traufj ? 

sjinvflnvctc. Slciit, es> foil ttitr eitt <3f>ic(. 3180 

3 nn ft. 2Bie? 

3)tnvnnrctc. ©el)t! i()r Iad)t ntid) atte. 

(@ie rupft uitb murmeft.) 

3 mi ft. 2Ba§ ntitmtelft bn ? 

S)lni'nncctc (Balt (ant). ©r liebt ntid) — Siebt ntid) ttidjt. 

3 nu ft. ®u IjoIbcS 5imiiieteangefid)t ! 
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MEPHISTOPHELES. I am heartily sorry for it! Still I 
understand — that you arc very kind. ( They pass on.) 

Faust. You know me again, Oh little angel, directly I 
came into the garden ? 

Margaret. Did you not see it ? I cast down my eyes. 

Faust. And you forgive the liberty that I took ? — what 
my impertinence ventured on, as you wore going out 
of the cathedral lately ? 

Margaret. I was confused; it had never happened to 
mo ; no one could speak ill of me. Ah, thought I, has 
he soon anything bold, unbecoming, in thy behaviour ? 
It seemed simply to strike him directly, to deal with 
this girl off-hand. I must confess it at once ! I knew 
not what began directly to stir here in your favour; 
but certainly I was very angry with myself, that I 
could not bo angrier with you. 

Faust. Sweet darling ! 

Margaret. J ust wait ! (She gathers an aster , and pulls 
off the leaves one after the other.) 

Faust. What is that for ? — a nosegay 1 

Margaret. No ; it is only a gamo. 

Faust. How? 

Margaret. Go ! you will laugh at me. (She plucks off 
the petals and murmurs .) 

FAUST. What are you murmuring ? 

Margaret (half aloud). Ho lovos me — loves mo not. 

Faust. Thou sweet, heavenly face ! 
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3183-3204 


fflfnvfinvcf c (fdt;rt fort). SicBt midj — SRidjt — SieBt mid) — 
SUdjt — 

(®a8 lejjte Stott au8vu|jfcnb, mil Ijotbet gteube.) 

(Sr tieBt mid) ! 

3n»f*. meirt S?inb I Bag biefe 3 SBIunteitloort 

®ir ©iitterauifprud) fetjn ! (Sr licBt bid) I 3185 

SScrftegft bit, inns bag tjeigt ? (Sr liebt bid) ! 

(St faff iljre Beibcn £Onbe.) 

awittoittctc. W\d) ittjcrlriuft'S ! 
s HU ft. D fdiaubre uidjt I Sag biefen 93 tid, 

Sag biefen tpiinbebrud bir fageit, 

2Ba§ ititaiigfgredjttdj ift : 3I90 

©id) ginjugeben gang unb eiite SBoitite 

Su fiigten, bie cioig feljit mug I 

©mig ! — 3 gr (Sitbe toiirbc SSerjmeiftung fel)ii. 

Stein, fein (Snbe 1 Stein (Sitbe ! 


(HJlavgarete btudt ifjm bie ^jilnbc, mail;! fitf; ton unb Muft i»eg. Sr 
fleljt einen QIugcnbticE in ©ebanfen, bnmt forgt et iljr.) 

annottjc (fommcnb). ®ie Stadjt Bridjt an. 3 i 9S 

2)lctif|iftof)t)ctc8. Qa, unb loir tuoTfeit fort, 

sointt^c. 3 dj Bat’ ettd^, longer flier 311 BfeiBen, 

Stdein e§ ift cin gar 311 Bofcr Drt. 

(S 3 ift, at8 Ijatte Stiemanb nidjtS 3U treiBen 
Unb nidjtS 311 fd)affen, 

Stl§ auf beg SteidjBarn ©djritt unb ®ritt 3U gaffeit, 3200 
Unb man fommt in 3 ©ereb’, toie man fid) inttner ftettt. 

Unb unfer ipardjen ? 

ancf)btfto|>(ictc3. 3ft ben ©ang bort aufgeffogen. 
2JtntI)loiE’ge ©ommerbogel I 
n r t ft c. (Sr fdjeiitt ifjr geluogcu. 

s»tcf>f)ifto|)i)bi«8- Unb fie i£)tn and). ®a 3 ift ber Saiif ber 
S 33 eft J 
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Margaret ( continues ). Loves mo — not — loves me — not 
—(plucking off the last petal with ond delight ) he loves 
mo ! 

Faust. Yes, my child ! Let this flowor-language bo to 
thee a divine decision ! He loves thee ! Dost thou 
understand what that means 1 Ho loves thee ! (He 
takes both her hands.) 

Margaret. I shake all over ! 

F aust. Oh, tremble not ! Let this look, let this pressure 
of the hand, tell thee what is unspeakable; — to give 
oneself up wholly, and to feol a joy that must bo 
eternal ! Eternal ! — its end would bo despair. No ! 
no end ! no end ! 

(Margaret presses his hands, disengages herself, and runs away. He 
stands a moment in thought, then he follows her . ) 

Martha (approaching). Tho night is coming on. 

Mepiiistopheles. Yes, and we ’ll away. 

Martha. I would beg you to stay hero longer, but it is 
much too wicked a place. It is as if nobody had any- 
thing to carry on, or anything to do, but to gape after 
his neighbour’s comings and goings; and one gets 
talked about, however one behaves. And our little 
pair 1 

Mepiiistopheles. Have flown up the walk yonder. Wan- 
ton butterflies ! 

Martha. Ho seems taken with her. 

Mepiiistopheles. And she with him, too. That is tho 
way of the world ! 
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3205-3216 


Sin ©artenpus^en. 

atinvflni'ctc fpcingt herein, flcdt fic*> (jintdt bid Sljiir, bid Smgdtfpiljd 
an bid fiippdn, unb gneft biivdj bid 9iif}d. 


3205 


sninugcivctc. (Sr lomrnt I 
Snuft (fcuimt). 2ld; Sdjelrn, fo nedft bu mid) ! 

®reff’ id; bid; I 

(Sr fiipt fie.) 

SMncBntctc (i^it faffento unb ten Jtitjj jurfnfgeBenb). 

Softer attaint ! bon person licB' id; bid; 1 

2)ict>()iftopI)dcd ftopft an. 

S n 11 ft (ftantyfenb). 233 er bn ? 

SBtcpijiftoptjcics. @nt greutib i 
» mi ft. (Sin ®l]ier ! 

SBicpOiftopijcics. GcS ift iuoI;t Beit 511 fdjeiben. 

sutnutijc (foinmt). 3a, e 3 ift fpat, mein $err. 

3nuft. ®arf id; eud; nid;t gclcitcn ? 

ivtnt'ijnvctc. ®ie Sttuttcr tuiirbe mid; — fiebt tuoljl ! 

8 nu ft. Sttufs id) bemt gef;it ? 

Sebe tuoljl I 32IO 

ma*U)c. Slbe! 

sBtm'ontctc. Stuf Balbig SBieberfeljn ! 

(Sauft unb CDIep^tftcip^cIcn a6.) 

ssintflnnetc. ®u liefier ©ott I tong fo citt attaint 
Sliest aHeg, aHe§ benten !ann ! 

93 efc§cimt nur ftef)’ id; Bov ifjnt bn, 

Unb fag' 511 alien ©adjeit ja. 

Sin bod; eiit arm, unloiffenb S?inb, 3215 

Segreife nid;t, lunsS er an ntiv finb’t. ( 216 .) 
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A Summerhouse. 

(Margaret springs in, places herself behind the door, holds the tip of 
her finger to her lips, and peeps through the crevice . ) 

Margaret. He comes ! 

Faust (comes). Ah, rogue ! Dost tease me thus 1 I ’ve 
caught thee ! (He kisses her) 

Margaret (embracing him and returning the kiss). Best 
of men ! I love thee from my heart ! 

(Mephistopheles knocks.) 

Faust (stamping). Who ’s there ? 

Mephistopheles. A friend. 

Faust. A brute ! 

Mephistopheles. It is time to part, I believe. 

Martha (comes). Yes, sir, it is late. 

Faust. May I not attend you 1 
Margaret. My mother would — farewell ! 

Faust. Must I then go 1 Farewell ! 

Martha. Adieu! 

Margaret. Till our next speedy meeting ! 

( Exeunt Faust and Mephistopheles.) 
Good God ! what a lot — a lot — of things such a man 
can think about ! I morely stand there ashamed before 
him, and say Yes to all things. I am in sooth a poor 
ignorant child ; I do not understand what he finds 
in “e- (Exit.) 
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3217-3244 


SDSalb unb 

S-nuft (ntlcin). (MjaBtter ©eift, bu gabft mir, gabft mir SlflcS, 
SBarttm id) Bat. ®tt fjaft mir nid)t mitfoitft 
®eitt Slitgefidjt int getter jugcmeubet. 

©abft mir bie ljerrlidje Sftatur jurn Sihtigrcidj, 3220 

Sfraft, fie 3U fiiljfctt, 311 gettieffeit. 3 f Jid)t 
Sfaft ftaimenbeit S 3 cfud) erlauBft bit nur, 

SBergiSmteft mir itt if)rc tiefe 33 ntft, 

SBic in ben SBufett ehicS greunb§, 311 fd)nuen. 

®u fiifjrft bic Ulei^c bcr ScBettbigcn 3225 

SSor mir uorfiei, mtb feljrft mid) mciite SBriiber 
8m ftitten 93 ttfd), in Suft mtb SBaffer fettnett. 

Unb mettn ber Sturm int SBatbe Branft mtb fttarri, 

®ie 9 lie[eitfidjte ftiir3ettb 9 tnd) 6 arnfte 

Hub SJladjbarftcimme qnetfd)eitb nicberftreift, 3230 

Unb ifjreitt Sad burnftf I)t>f)I ber §iigcl bottitcrt, 

®atttt fi'd)rft bu ntid) gttr fid)ertt §oI)Ie, gcigft 
SJlid) baittt mir fefbft, ttttb nteiiter eigttett Srnft 
©eljeiitte tiefe SBitubcr uffitctt fid). 

Hub fteigt Uor titeittem S 3 tid ber reittc 2 Jlottb 3235 

aSefattftigeitb fjeriiber, ftf)meBett mir 

SSott gclfeitmaubett, att§ bent feitdjtett SBitfd), 

Ser SBormelt fitbente ©eftattcn nuf, 

Unb Unbent bcr S 3 etrad)tmtg ftreuge fluff. 

0 buff bcttt SOleitfdjeit itid)ts SBolfoiitimteS mirb, 324° 

©ntftfinb’ id) nun. ®tt gabft 311 biefer SBouite, 

®ie ntic§ ben ©iSttern ttaf) mtb ttaljer Britigt, 

SBlir ben ©efSljrten, bctt id) fdjott tiicfjt ntel)r 
StttBeijrett !amt mettn er gteid), fait mtb fred), 
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Forest and Cavern. 

Faust (alone). Sublime Spirit ! thou gavest me, gavest me 
everything for which I prayed. Not in vain hast thou 
turned to me thy countenance in fire. Thou gavest mo 
glorious Nature for a kingdom, power to feol, to enjoy 
her. Not merely a coldly wondering visit dost thou 
permit ; thou grantest me to look into her deep breast, 
as into the bosom of a friend. Thou bringest past before 
me the series of living things, and teachest me to know 
my brethren in the still copse, in air, and water. And 
when the storm roars and creaks in the forest, the giant- 
pine, precipitating its neighbour-boughs and neighbour- 
stems, sweeps, crushing, down, — and the hill thunders, 
dull and hollow, to its fall, — then thou leadest mo to the 
safe eavorn, showest mo then to mysolf ; and secret, deep 
wonders of my own breast reveal themselves. And 
when soothingly the pure moon rises above in my sight, 
the silvery forms of past ages float up to mo from the 
walls of rock, out of the moist copse, and temper the 
stern delight of contemplation. 


Oh, now 1 feel that nothing perfect comes to man ! With 
this joy, which brings mo nearer and nearer to the gods, 
thou gavest mo the companion whom already I can no 
longer disponso with ; though, cold and insolent, he de- 
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3=45-3=73 




Sdid; tier mir fetbft erniebrigt, unb 311 Siidjtg, 

SDiit eiitcm SBottljaud;, bcute ©abett tnaubelt. 

@r fatf;t in ntciitcr SBruft eiit luitbeg genet 
9lad) jenent fdjoiteit SBilb gefepftig an. 

<5o taumf id) non SBegierbe 3U ©enitf;, 

Unb int ©eititfj betfd;matf;t’ id; nacf) SBegierbe. 

2)icV0iftoMcIc3 tcitt auf. 

aicnOiftonOcics. §abtil)t nun Balb bag Sebeit g’nug ge* 
fiiljvt ? 

SBie lattn'g end; in bie Saitge fteneit ? 

Eg ift tool;! gut, bajj man’s einntal probirt; 

Saint abet micber 311 lung 9ieucn I 
3 a »ft. 3d; looltt’, bn ptteft nteljr ju tljitu, 3255 

Sltg ntic§ am gitten Sag 311 plagen. 
s»icfjt)ifto()tKt=3. 3luit, nun! id; laff’ bid; gerne riitju ; 

Sit barfft utit'g nid;t im Etitfte fageu. 

Slit bit ©efedett, ttttl;olb, barftf; unb tod, 

3ft tual;rlid; loenig jn nerlieren. 3260 

Sett gaitjeit Sag Ijat ntait bie ^ciitbe bod I 
2Bag il;ut gefadt unb loag man laffen fod, 

Sbattit matt beat §crnt uie an bet Sdafe fjiiireit. 

3 mi ft. ®ag ift fo juft bet ted;te Son I 
Er ibid nod) ®ait!, bajj er mid) enniil;itt. 3265 

anebbiftobbetss. SBic tjiitt'ft bn, artiier Erbenfoljit, 

®ein Sebeit of)ite mid) gcfiifjrt? 

SSont SBribgtrabg bet 3ntagination 
§ab’ id; bid; bod; auf Beiteu lattg cutitt ; 

Uitb lotit’ id; nid;t, fo loar’ft bn fd;ott 3=70 

S3on biefem Erbbad abfpaaiert. 

2Bag t;aft bit ba in ®ol;ten, gelfeuripn 
Sid; toie ein ©cfntljtt 311 berfifjeit ? 
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grades me in my own eyes, and, with a word-breath, 
turns thy gifts to nought. Ho is busily kindling in my 
breast a wild fire for that fair image. Thus I reel from 
desire to enjoyment, and in enjoyment I languish for 
desire. 


Mephistopheles enters. 

Mephistopheles. Have not you now had almost enough 
of this kind of life % How can it delight you for any 
length of time 1 It is all very well that one should try 
it onco, but then on again to something new ! 

Faust. I would you had something else to do than to 
plague me in my happier hour. 

Mephistopheles. Well, well ! I will leavo you to yourself 
with pleasure ; — you need not tell me so in earnest. 
Truly, it is little to lose in you a companion ungracious, 
peevish, and crazy. One has one’s hands full the whole 
day ! One can never find out from tho gentleman’s face 
what pleases him, and what one must lot alone. 

Faust. That is so exactly tho proper tone ! You want 
thanks, to boot, for wearying me. 

Mephistopheles. Poor son of earth ! how would you 
have led your life without me 1 I have at least cured 
you, for some time to come, of tho whimsies of imagina- 
tion ; and but for me, you would already liavo walked 
off from this globe. What business havo you to sit and 
mopo here in caverns and rock-rifts, like an owl 1 Why 
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3274-3303 


2Bag fd)Iiirfft auS bimtpfent SdlooS imb tricfenbem ©eftein, 
2 Bic eine Shiite, Staljruttg cin ? 3275 

©itt fdjiiiter, fitter SeitUertreiB I 
®ir ftecft ber ®octor nod) tnt 2ei6. 

!?«« ft. S8erftel)ft bit, lua§ fiir tteuc CctienSIraft 
SJtir bxcfer SBattbel tit ber Dcbe fdjafft ? 

So, toiirbeft bn e§ aljiten fiiniten, 32S0 

®tt loarcft ®eufel g’ntig, ltteitt ©liid mir ttid)t 311 giimtett. 
S9ict)i)tftot)i)cic8. ©tit iiBerirbifd)eg SSergttiigctt I 
Srt dtadjt itttb ®Ijait attf belt ©eBirgcn licgen, 

Uttb @rb’ uttb §intmel luouniglidj itmfaffctt, 

Sit einer ©ottljeit fid) aitffdfloetteit loffett, 3283 

®et ©rbe SJlarf mit Slljmmggbrattg burdjtoiifdcn, 

Side fed)§ ®ageioerl' tut Sttfcit fiifjlett, 

8n ftoljer Shaft, id) loeifj uid)t tDa§, genicgett, 

S 3 atb lieBeioottttiglid) itt adeg iiBerfliefien, 

SSerfd)tt)tmbett gan3 ber ©rbeitfoljtt, 3290 

Uttb baitti bie Ijolje ^ntuttion — (SBit eiitcr ©c&erbc.) 

Sdj barf itidjt fagett, loic — jit fd)Iiefien. 

Ran ft. ^pftti iiber I 

s»tcf)i)iftot)i)ctc6. ®a§ luid cuc 5 nid)t Beljagett; 

S|r IjaBt ba§ 9 ied)t, gefittet fifiii 311 fagett. 

SJtait barf ba§ ttic§t bor feufdjett Oljrett ttemtett, 3295 
SBa§ feitfd^c ^erjett itidjt eittBeljreit Jouttett. 

Uttb litrj imb gut, id; gottit' Sijiit ba§ SSergnttgcit, 
©elegeittlid) fid) etiua§ uorjutiigeu ; 

®od) lattgc f)att ©r bag itid)t au§. 

®u Bift fd)0tt toieber aBgetriebeit, 3300 

Uttb, tuiiljrt eg Icittger, oitfgerieBett 
Qn ®odl)eit ober Slttgft uttb @ratt§. 

©ettitg bantit I ®eitt SieBdjett fifet babrittite, 
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do you sip in nourishment from damp moss and dripping 
stone, like a toad t A fair, sweet pastime ! The doctor 
still sticks in your body. 


Faust. Dost thou understand what new life-power this 
wandering in the wilderness procures for mo 1 Yes, 
wert thou able to divine it, thou wouldst bo dovil 
enough to grudge me my happiness. 


Mephistophel.es. A super-terrestrial pleasure ! To lie in 
night and dew on the mountains, and joyfully ombraco 
earth and heaven ; to swell yourself up to a divinity ; 
to rake through tho earth’s marrow with presagoful im- 
pulse ; to feel all tho six days’ works in your bosom ; 
to enjoy in proud strength I know not what ; — now to 
overflow love-enraptured into everything, tho mortal 
vanished quite ; and then the lofty intuition — ( with a 
gesture ) I must not say how — to closo ! 

Faust. Fie upon you ! 

Mephistopiieles. That will not ploaso you — you are 
right ; it is decorous to say fie ! Ono must not namo 
before chaste ears that which chaste hoarts cannot go 
without. And, in short, I do not grudge you tho pleasure 
of lying somewhat to yourself to suit the occasion. 
But you will not keep up that long. You are already 
again worn out, and if it lasts longer, will bo frotted 
into madness, or anguish and horror. Enough of this ! 


248 




3304-3333 


Unb aUeg ttrirb ifjr eng’ unb triib’. 

®u fommft i|r gar nid)t au§ bent ©ittne, 33 o: 

©ie Ijat bid) iibcrntadjtig licb. 

©rft font beine SiebeStbutf) iibergeffoffen, 

SBie bom gefdjntofjnen ©djnee ein SBadjfeitt uberfieigt ; 

®u Ijaft fie ifjr in? §erj gcgoffeit, 

Slim ift beitt SBcidjtein ibieber feidjt. 33K 

SKidj biiitft, anftatt in SBcifbern 311 kronen, 

Sicff’ e§ bent grofjett gerrett gut, 

®o§ arme affenfunge S3Iut 
Siir feinc SieBc 511 befoffnen. 

®ie Seit Wirb ifjr erbiirmlid) bang ; 33 i S 

©ie ftefjt am geitftcr, fieljt bie SBotfen gieljn 
Ueber bie aftc ©tabtmauer I)itt. 

SESentt id) ein SBBglein toar' I fo gefjt ifjr ©efattg 
®age long, Ijafbc Oladjte fang. 

©iitittaf ift fie ntunter, meift betriibt, 3320 

©inntaf rec^t auSgetoeint, 

®ann Inieber rttfjig, joie’g fdjeiitt, 

Unb intmer berfiebt. 
jtmtft. @d)Iaitgc! ©flange I 

a»e))!jtftot«!jcic3 (fiit fid)), ©eft 1 bag id) bid) fattge I 33 2 3 
S mt ft. SBerrudjter ! f)cbc bid) bmt f)ittnen, 

Uttb ttentte nidjt ba§ fdjiiite SBeib ! 

SBring' bie SSegicr 311 ifjrent fiifjett Scib 
Olid)t mieber bor bie I)afb berriidten ©ittnett ! 
aticbbiftobbcics. SBag fail eg bentt? ©ie nteint, bn fct)ft 
eittjTofjtt, 333Q 

Unb f)afb nttb f)afb bift bn c3 fdjott. 

Smift. 3d) bin ifjr ttaf)’, nttb toar’ id) tted) fo fern, 

3d) faint fie ttie bergeffen, nie berfierett ; 
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Your darling sits within there, and everything is grow- 
ing confined and gloomy to her. You are never out of 
her thought. She loves you overpoweringly. First 
came your passion overflown, like a rivulet surcharged 
with melted snow ; you have poured it into her heart ; 
now your rivulet is shallow again. Methinks, instead of 
reigning in forests, it might seem good to the great 
gentleman to reward the poor young creature for her 
love ! The time grows pitiably long to her ; slio stands 
at the window, and sees the clouds travel away over the 
old town-walls. ‘ If I were a little bird ! ’ — so goes her 
song all the day, and half the night. One while she is 
cheerful, mostly cast down ; one while quite out-wept ; 
then again, as it seems, calm ; and ever in lovo ! 


Faust. Serpent ! serpent ! 

Mephistopheles (aside). I ’m sure now — I shall catch thee ! 


Faust. Miscreant ! Get thee from hence, and name not 
the lovely woman ! Bring not again the desire for her 
sweot body before my half-distracted senses ! 

Mephistopheles. What is to be done, then 1 She thinks 
you are flown ; and so in some manner you already are. 


FAUST. I am near her, and were I over so far oil', I can 
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3334-3361 


Sja, id) Beneibe fd)on belt Seib beg |)errn, 

SEBenn igre Sipfien ign iitbefj beriilfren. 3335 

s»i c4> tj i ft 0 4>ij c t c 3. ©nr tool)!, utein greunb ! 3d) f)ab’ cud) oft 
Beiteibet 

Untg ShriKinggfmar, bag Hitter 9iofeit iueibet. 

3- a it ft. ©ntfliefie, Suppler ! 

sncftijiftoftocics. ©djbitl 5>l)r fdjimpft unb id) iitufi 

lad)cn. 

®er ©ott, bet 58ub’ unb SRfibdjen fdjnf, 

©rfannte gleidj ben ebetften SBeruf, 3340 

Slitd) fctbft ©elegengeit 311 mad)en. 

9tur fort I ©g ift ein groger jammer I 
Sgr fottt in cures* Siebdjeitg Sfainntcr, 

3tid)t ctltm in ben ®ob. 

3 an ft. SEBag ift bie §imntelgfreub’ in igrett Strmen ? 3345 

Sag midj an ifjrer 33ruft eritmrnteu I 
giigt' id) itidjt iranter igre SKotlj ? 

S3itt id) ber gtiid)tling nid)t, ber Unbefjanfte, 

®er Unmenfd) oljne Slued unb 3litl)’, 

®cr luie ein SBafferfturj ooit gelg 311 gelfeit brauftc, 3350 
SBegierig lutltljenb, nad) bent Slbgrmtb 311 ? 

Unb feittucirtg fie, mit tinbtid) buntfifen ©imten, 

3ut £>iittdjen auf bent Keinen Sltpenfetb, 

Unb all it)r gnuglidjeg SBeginneit 

Untfattgen in ber lleiuen SEBclt. 3355 

Unb id), ber ©ottoergagtc, 

■§atte nid)t geitug, 

®ng id) bie gclfen fngte 
Unb fie 3U ®rnmmern fd)Iug I 

<3ie, il)ren griebeit mugt' id) nntergraben I 336° 

®u, §otle, rnufjteft biefeg Dpfer gabeit ! 
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never forget, never lose her. Yes, I envy oven the Body 
of the Lord when her lips are touching it. 


Mephistopiieues. Very well, my friend ! I have often 
envied you the twin-pair that feed among the roses ! 


Faust. Begone, pander ! 


Mephistopheles. Fine ! You rail and I must laugh. 
The God who created lad and lass recognised at the same 
time the most noble calling of making opportunity too. 
But away ! It is a vast pity ! You must to your 
sweetheart’s chamber — not peradventure to death ! 


Faust. What is the heavenly bliss in her arms 1 Bo it, 
that I warm myself on her breast ! — do I not always 
fcol her distress 1 Am I not the fugitivo, the houseless 
one, the monster without aim and rest, who rushed 
like a cataract from rock to rock, greedily raging towards 
the abyss 1 And she, beside, 'with child-like, unwakened 
senses, in the cot upon the little Alpine field, and all her 
homely work enfolded in that little world ! And I, the 
hated of God, was not contented that I grasped the 
rocks and smote them to shatters ! Her — her peace — I 
must undermine ! Thou, Hell, requiredst this sacrifice ! 
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S«lUft 


3362-3385 


§itf, ®ettfel, mir bie 3eit bet SCrtgft berliirjett ! 

2Ba§ ittitfi gefd;el;tt, mag’s gleid; gefdjefjtt ! 

SKag if;r ©cfd;id mif mid; jufatttmenftiirjeit 
Uttb fie mit mir 511 ©ruttbe geljtt 1 3365 

»!cpf)iftop()ctc3. SBie'S lDiebet fiebet, lumber gtiil;tl 
@et;' eiit uttb triifte fie, bit ®[;or ! 

SS3d fo eiit Sityfdjen fcittett StnSgaitg fiefit, 

(SteUt er fid; gteid; bal ©ttbe tor. 

teBe, toer fid; tapfcr pit I 3370 

®tt Sift bocfi fonft fo jieiitlid; eingeteufelt. 

9Wd;t§ 9tBgefd;iitadtctS fiitb’ id; mtf ber SDSelt, 

9It§ cittett SEeufel, ber tcrjtreifclt. 


©retdtenS ©tube. 

©vctdjen (am ©pinnrabe afltin). 

SDteiite 9tuf;' ift Ijiit, 

SKeitt §er$ ift fitter ; 3375 

3d; fittbe fie nimmer 
Uttb ttiitttitermefjr. 

2Bo id; i(;tt nidjt I;aB’ 

3ft mir ba§ ©raB, 

®ie gattje SBett 33 8o 

3ft mir tcrgiillt. 

SOtcitt aritter Sfoftf 
3ft mir terriicft, 

SUieitt arttter ©itttt 
3ft mir jcrftiicft. 
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Help mo, devil, to shorten the time of anguish ! Let 
what must happen, happen at once ! May her fate fall 
crushing on me, and she, with me, ho ruined ! 


Mephistopheles. How it soethos again, glows again ! Go 
in and comfort her, you fool ! When such a noddle sees 
no outlet, it imagines at once that all is at an end. Ho 
who boars himself bravely, for ever ! Yet otherwise, 
you have had a fair spice of the devil about you. I 
know nothing in the world more absurd than a devil 
who despairs. 


Gretchen’s Room. 

Gretchen ( alone at the spinning wheel). 

My peaco is gone, my heart is heavy ; I shall find it nover 
and nevermore 


Where I have not him, is the grave to me; the whole 
world is embittered to me. 


My poor head is distraught, my poor sense is shattered. 
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gnuft 


3386-3413 


ajiettte 3M)’ ift t)in, 
SDtein §erj ift fd)iuer ; 
3d) ftitbe fie nimrner 
Uub itimmetmcijr. 

S'iadj) iljnt ltur fdjau’ icf) 
Sum genfter t)in«u§, 
fitad) i£)nt nut get)’ icf) 
2tu§ bem §nu§. 

©eiu Ifofjer (Snug, 

©eiu’ ebte ©eftatt, 
©eineS aJhtnbeS Siidjetu, 
Seiner Slugen ©eluntt, 

Uub feiiter 3iebe 
Saubcrfhifj, 

©eiu (paitbcbrud, 

Uub ad) 1 feiu Sufi ! 

ajiciuc 3iul)’ ift Ijin, 
aiteiu §etj ift fd;luer ; 
3d) finbe fie nimrner 
Unb nimriietme^r. 

SKein 93ufeit brringt 
©id) nad) ifjnt t)in. 

Std), biirft’ id) faffeit 
Uub fatten djit ! 

Unb fiiffen it)it, 

@0 tuie id) tuoKt’, 

Sfit feinen SEiiffen 
SBergefjeit font’ I 
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My peace is gone, my heart is heavy ; I shall find it never 
and nevermore. 


For him alone I look out at the window ; for him alone I 
go out of the house. 


His lofty gait, his noble form ; the smilo of his mouth, the 
power of his eyes, 


And the witching flow of his speech ; the pressure of his 
hand, and ah ! his kiss ! 


My peaco is gone, my heart is heavy ; I shall find it never 
and nevermore. 


My bosom presses towards him. Ah, could 1 clasp and 
hold him, 


And kiss him as I would, upon his kisses I should pass 
away 1 
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3414-3435 


aRartbenS ©arten. 

SBinvoatcic. 3nuft. 

SDim-nntctc. SBerfftrid) ntir, fjeiitrid) I — 

3 <« «ft. 2 Ba§ id) faint! 

auni'Biivctc. SRuit fag’, lute fjaft btt’§ ntit ber SReftgiott? 3415 
®u bift eitt fjerjfid) guter SRamt, 

Sidein id; giattb’, bu Ijnttft itid)t bid baboit. 

3 nu ft. Sajj ba§, uteiit Sfiitb ! ®tt fiiljlft, id) bin bir gut ; 
giir nteitte Siebcit lief)’ id) Seib unb 83 tut, 

SSiU SUemanb fein ©cfiif)i unb fcitte SEird^e raubctt. 3420 
sBtnvnni'ctc. ®a§ ift nicijt rcdit ; man mufj bran glaitbett ! 

3 a « ft. aiiufi man ? 

an n V a m* etc. Sid), menu id) ctlua§ auf bid) fbitute ! 

®u ei)rft auc§ nid^t bie ^eil’gen ©acrantente. 

3 a uft. 3d) eljre fic. 

iWiitvonvcte. ®odj cffttc SBerfatigett. 

Bur SReffe, jur 23 cid)te Bift bu tange nid)t gegattgeit. 3425 
©iaubft bu an ©ott ? 

3 0 11 ft. SJiriit Siebd)eit, tout barf fagen, 

3d) glattb’ ait ©ott ? 

SRagft ipriefter ober SOBeife frageit, 

Unb ifjre Stntluort fd^eint nur ©pott 
Ueber ben ffrager ju feQu. 3430 

auiivflfivetc. ©0 giaubft bu uid)t ? 

3 it 11 ft. aJiippr’ ntic§ nid)t, bit f)oibe 3 Siitgefid)t ! 

SBer barf ii)it nemten ? 

Unb toer bcfemteit : 

3d) gtaub’ iljtt ? 

SBer entftfinben 
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Ik 


Martha’s Garden. 

Margaret. Faust. 

Margaret. Promise me, Henry ! — 

Faust. What I can ! 

Margaret. Now say, how is it with thy religion ? Thou 
art a thoroughly good man, but I believo thou dost not 
think much of it. 

Faust. Leave that, my child ! thou feelost I love thee : 
I would give up body and blood for those I love ; I wish 
to rob nobody of his feeling and his church. 

Margaret. That is not right ; ono must believe in it ! 

Faust. Must one 1 

Margaret. Ah, if I had any influence over thee ! Thou 
dost not honour even the holy sacraments. 

Faust. I honour them. 

Margaret. Yet without desiring them. It is long since 
thou hast gone to mass or confession. Dost thou believe 
in God 1 

Faust. My darling, who dares say, ‘ I boliove in God ’ ? 
Thou mayst ask priests or sages, and their answer will 
seem to be but mockery of the questioner. 

Margaret. Then, thou dost not believe 1 

Faust. Misconceive me not, thou swootest countenance ! 
Who dare name Him 1 And who avow, ‘ I beliove in 
R 
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3436-3466 


Hub fid) untertninben 
811 fngeit : id) glciub’ ii)tt itid)t ? 

®er SlUuntfaffer, 

®cr Stt(erl)atter, 
gafjt nub erfjStt et nidjt 
®idj, mid), fidj fclbft ? 

SBiitbt fid) bet fpintittcl uid)t bctbrobcit ? 
fiiegt bic ©tbc nid)t tjietuutcn feft ? 

Uitb ftcigeit, freunbtidj btideub, 

©Inigc ©ternc itid)t I)eraitf ? 

@d)au’ ic§ nidjt Sing’ in Singe bit, 

Uitb briiugt nid)t (ides 
Stad) fljaupt unb ^erjen bit, 

Hub luebt iit etuigent ©cljeitituifj, 

Unfitfjtbar, fid)tbnt, itcbcn bit ? 

©rfiiH' baboit bciit $crg, fo grofj c§ ift, 
llitb menu bn grutj in bent ©efuf)le fclig bift, 

Stan’ eS bamt, Wie bit roiUft, 

Stan'S ©tiid I iperj ! fiiebe I ©ott I 
3 d) l)abe teinen Stamen 
®«fiir I @cfiif)t ift altcS ; 

Staiue ift ©djatl ttitb Staitd), 

Untnebeliib §imiitel 3 glutf). 
ailmnntctc. ®n§ ift atleS ted)t fdjiin uitb gut; 

Uitgefal)t fagt ba§ bet ipfattet and), 3460 

Stitt mit ein bifidjen aitbent Staten. 

Sniift. ©3 fageit'S altet Or ten 
Side ©erjeit lmter bent fjimmflfdjen ®age, 

SebeS in feittet ©padje ; 

Saturn nidjt id) in bet meinen V 3465 

aunvaatete. SBenn man's fo prt, mildjt’S leibtid) fdjeiitcit, 
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Him ’ 1 Who can feci, and vonture to say, ‘ I beliovo 
not in Him ’ 1 The All-enfoldcr, the All-sustainer, enfolds 
and sustains He not theo, me, Himself 1 Does not the 
heaven arch itself there above 1 Lies not the earth 
firm here below 1 And do not eternal stars rise, cheer- 
fully gleaming, on high 1 Gaze I not into thine eyes ; 
and is not all thronging to thy head and heart, and 
moving, invisibly, visibly, in eternal mystery about 
theo 1 Fill up thy heart with it, groat as it is, and 
when thou art wholly blest in the feeling, then call it 
what thou wilt ; call it Bliss ! Heart ! Love ! God ! I 
have no namo for it ! Feeling is all ; name is sound 
and smoko, o’erclouding heaven’s glow. 


Margaret. That is all very fine and good ; the parson 
also says pretty nearly that, only with somowhat different 
words. 


Faust. All hearts in all places beneath the heavenly day 
say it, each in its language, — why not I in mine 1 


Margaret. If one hoars it thus, it might seem passable 
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3467-3495 


@tel)t nber bod) intmet fd)icf barum ; 

®citit bit I)aft fcitt EfjrifteitHjuitt. 

3 nit ft. Sieb’S SHnb I 

wtnvnnvctc. (S3 tljut ntir laitg’ fd)ott luelj, 

Safj id) bid) in ber ©efeKfdjaft felj’. 3470 

3-mift. SBiefo? 

a'int'nnrctc. ®er ffltotfd), belt bu bn Bci bir f)nft, 

3ft mir tit tiefer itttt'rer ©eete bcrtjnfjt ; 

(S3 Ijat tttir itt tneittem Sebett 
@0 itid)t§ eittett ©tid) itt§ $erj gegcbctt, 

9 tt 3 bc§ S!Jteitfd)eit toibrig ©efidjt. 3475 

3 mi ft. Siebe 5 fSitbl>e, fiirdjt’ if)tt itid)t! 
ffltnvnnrctc. ©eilte ©egcnlonrt bciocgt tttir bns> SBtut. 

3d) bin fouft nlteu SKeiifdicit gut ; 

9 (bcr, luie id) tttidj fef)tte, bid) jit fd)aucit, 

$nb’ id) ttor bent 2Jteitfd)eit citt Ijeimtid) ©rnucit, 3480 
llttb Tjatf il)tt fiir eitten @d)elnt bajtt ! 

©ott Uerjeif)' tttir’S, tnettn it f) itjm Utirecfjt tfju’ I 
3 nu ft. (S3 tititjj and) fotd)e Sfcittse gcbett. 
wtni'nnvctc. SJBoUte iticfit rnit feittcS ©teid)cit tebett I 
Sfontmt er eittttial jur ®fjiir' Ijereiit, 348s 

©ieljt er iittttter fo fftottifd) breitt, 

Unb t)ntb ergrimmt; 

SJtait fiet)t, bajj er att nid)tb feitten Stittljeil nintmt ; 

(S3 ftcf)t itjrn an ber ©tint’ gefd)riebett, 

®nfj er nid|t titng eitte ©eele tieben. 3490 

SDlir luirb’S fo loot)t in beittem Strnt, 

@0 frei, fo f)ittgegeben loarnt, 

Uttb feine ©egenloart fdjniirt tttir ba§ 3ntt’rc ju. 

3 n 11 ft. ®tt aI)ttuttg§boder Gettgel bu ! 

SBtneanvetc. ®a 3 iibermnnnt tttid) fo fefjr, 
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there is, however, still something wrong about it, for 
thou hast no Christianity. 

Faust. Dear child ! 

Margaret. I have long boon grieved at the company I 
see thee in. 

Faust. How so 1 

Margaret. The man whom thou hast here with thee is 
hateful to me in my deep, inmost soul. Nothing in my 
life has given me such a pang in my heart as the man’s 
repulsive face. 

Faust. Dear pet, fear him not ! 

Margaret. His presence agitates my blood. Otherwise, 
I am well-disposed to all men ; but, much as I long to 
seo thee, I have a socrot horror of the man, and hold 
him for a rogue besides ! God forgive it mo, if I do him 
wrong ! 

Faust. There must be such queer creatures, too. 

Margaret. I would not livo with the like of him ! If 
ovor ho comes insido the door, ho always looks in so 
mockingly, and half-enraged ; one sees that ho has no 
sympathy with anything ; it stands written on his 
forehead that ho cannot love a soul. I feel bo happy 
with thine arm around mo, so free, so yielding, and warm; 
and his presence closes up my inmost heart. 

Faust. Thou divining angel ! 

Margaret. It overcomes me so much, that when he hap- 
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3496-3S22 


®ajj, luo er uur mag ju uus treten, 

SKciit’ id) fogar, id; tiebte bid) nid)t nteljr. 

Stud) menu cr bn ift, fount’ id) nimmet Bctcit. 

Uub ba§ frifjt mit iuS Ijittcirt ; 

®ir, §ciitridj, ntuji e§ mtdi fo fetjit. 350 c 

3-nu ft. ®u t)aft nun bic Stutifiatfjie I 
s»tnfflitfctc. 3 <fi muff nun fort. 

3-oitft. Std), fault id) uie 

©in ©tunbdfcu ruljig bir am 93itfeit tjiingeu, 

Unb S3ruft an 33ruft uub ©eel’ in ©cete brdngcn ? 
»tnfflrttctc. Std) menu id) nur ntlciite fdjlief’! 3505 

3d) lief) bir gern fjent 3tad)t bcu 3ficgef offcit ; 

®od) nteiitc SHutter fd)tiift itid)t tief, 

Unb tuiirben loir Doit if)r Bctroffcu, 

3 d) luar’ gteid) auf ber ©tcttc tobt ! 

3 ou ft. ®it ©itgel, ba§ fjat feine tltot!). 3510 

•S>ier ift ein 3 ftifd)d)eu ! ®rei ®rof)feit nur 
3 n it)rcn ®rauf umtjiitlen 
Wit tiefent @d)taf gefciCtig bie Stotur. 
aiintonvctc. 3S3a§ tf)it’ id) nicfjt urn bcinettoiKen ? 

©§ loirb if)r Ijoffenttid) ttid)t fd)abcn ! 3515 

Snuft. SBiirb’id) foitft, 2icbd)en, bir c3 ratt)cn? 
aiini'iin vctc. ©ct)’ id) bid), Defter SJianu, nur an, 

SBeifj nid)t, lua§ ntid) uadj beinem SBittcn treibt ; 

3 d) f)abe fd)oit fo oiet fur bid) getljnit, 

®ajj utir gtt ttjuit faft nidjtS metjr iibrig bteibt. (Sib.) 3520 

a>lc|il)lftofUjcIe8 tcitt auf. 

SBlcObiftoObctcs. ®cr ©ra§aff’ I ift cr loeg ? 

3 nu ft. fpaft toieber fpionirt ? 

»icfiOiftuf)i)cit<i. 3 d) Ijnb’S anafiitjrtid) ioot)t oernommen, 
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pons merely to como up to us, 1 even think as though I 
loved thee no more. Besides, when he is here, I could 
never pray, and that eats into my heart. It must bo 
the same, Henry, with thee. 

Faust. The fact is, thou hast antipathy ! 

Margaret. I must now away. 

Faust. All, can I never hang peacefully, one little hour, 
on thy bosom, and press breast to breast, and soul to 
soul 1 

Margaret. Ah, if I but slept alone! I would willingly 
leavo the bolt undrawn for thee to-night ; but my 
mother does not sleep soundly, and were wo caught by 
her, I should forthwith bo dead on the spot. 

Faust. Thou angel, no fear of that ! Here is a phial ! 
only three drops in her drink will wrap nature pleasingly 
in deep sleep. 

Margaret. What would I not do for thy sake 1 It will 
not harm her, I hope ! 

Faust. AYould I else, darling, advise it to thee 1 

Margaret. If I do but look on thee, best and dearest 
man, I know not what drives me according to thy will ! 
I have done so much for thee already that almost 
nothing more remains over for mo to do. (Exit.) 

MEPHISTOPHELES enters. 

MErillSTOl’HELES. Tho little monkey ! is it gone 1 

Faust. Hast spied again 1 

MEPHISTOPHELES. I have heard it fully ; the Doctor was 
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3J23-3S4S 


§err Softer imtrbcn ba fatccfjifirt ; 

©off’, e§ foil iyfjnen tDofil befomnteit. 

®ie SKabctS fiitb bod) feljr intereffirt, 3 5= ; 

06 ©iner frontin nub fd)tid;t itad) altent S3raitd). 

@ie benfeit, bncft cr ba, fofgt cr mt§ ebcu and). 

3 an ft. ®n Ungeljeuer fiefjft itidjt ciit, 

SCSie biefe treuc, Itcbc ©cefc, 

SSoit invent ©fmtBcit Dott, 3S30 

Ser gaits aHeiit 

S6r fcligmadjcitb ift, fid) fjeitig quale, 

®aj) fie ben liebftcit Sftaitn oertoren I)altcu foil. 
ffltctitjiftooiKic?. ®u nberfiitnlidjer, fiitnlidjer ffreicr, 

©in SUtiigbelein itaSfiiljret bid). 35 35 

ffonft. ®u ©fiottgebnrt Don ®rcd nub gcuer! 
snc)ifjiftot>i)cic8. Unb bie SJ 3 f)t)fiognoinie Oerftetjt fie nteifter* 
lid). 

3 « nieiiter ©cgenluart luirb’S if)r, fie lueifj nid)t luie, 
ajiciit 3 )JtiSM)cit ba loeiffagt berborgneit ©imt ; 

©ie fiil)tt, bajj id) gans fidjer eiit @eitie, 3540 

SBiefieidit tool)! gar ber Xeufel bill. 

SHitit fjeutc 9tad)t — ? 

Snu ft. SBa§ getjt bidj ’3 ait ? 

a»cftt)tfti)f)i)ctc8. §06’ id) bod) nteiite grettbe bran ! 


Sim SSrunnen. 

GH’ctdjcn unb SicSrfjcii mit Jlvugcn. 

fitcSifjcii. §aft nid)t§ Don SBcirBctcIjeit gcl)6rt? 

©fctrfjcn. S?eiit SSort. 3dj fomnt’ gar loenig unter Sente. 
SteSifjen. ©etoifj, ©ibt)(Ie fagt 1 inir’8 Ijeitte ; 
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catechised there ; I hopo it may do you much good. 
The girls are, to be sure, very interested in knowing 
whether a man is pious and single-minded after the old 
fashion. They think: ‘if he knuckles under in that 
matter, he will even follow us too.’ 

Faust. Thou, monster ! dost not conceive how this true, 
dear soul, full of her faith, which alone is saving to 
her, grieves holily that she must deem her best-beloved 
lost. 

Mephistopheles. Thou super-sensual, sensual suitor, a 
chit of a girl leads thee by the nose. 

Faust. Thou absurd offspring of filth and fire ! 

Mephistopheles. And she understands physiognomy like 
a master. In my presence, she feels she knows not 
how ; this littlo mask of mine bodes some hidden sense ; 
she feels that I am most assuredly a genius, — perhaps 
the devil himself ! To-night, thon — 1 

Faust. What is that to theo 1 

Mephistopheles. Why, I have my pleasure in it ! 


At the Well. 

Gretchen and Lieschen with pitchers. 

Lieschen. Hast heard nothing of Barbara 1 
Gretoiien. Not a word. I go very little abroad. 
Lieschen. ’Tis true ; Sibylla told it me to-day. She has 
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3546-3573 


®ie fjat fid) eitblid) and) bettjort. 

®ag ift bag S 3 onief)intl)un I 
©rctajcit. SBiefo? 

fiicSiijcii- ©gftinft! 

@ie fiittevt jloei, lucun fie nmt ifit uub trintt. 

©cctiTjcu. 9 ld) ! 3550 

Sicken. @0 ift’g itjr citblidj rcd)t ergaugctt. 

SBic lauge I)at fie ait bcm Sfert gcljangen ! 

®ag ltiar eiit ©bajiercit, 

9Iitf ®orf uub ®au5f)Iflfe giitjreu 1 

Stufjt’ iiberaH bic erfte fct)U, 3555 

©urtcfirt’ ilfr iutmer mit SfSaftetdjen uub SCBeitt ; 

33 itb’t fid) luag auf itjre @d)bitl)eit cin, 

S 63 ar bod) fo cljrtog, fid) ttid)t 311 fdjamen, 

©efdjeitfe Uott if)tu anjune^men. 

SBar eiit ©efoj’ uub ciu ©efd)Ied’ ; 3560 

®a ift betttt and) bag SStihudjcu lucg I 
©I'ctifjcu. ®ag arme ®ing I 
iticSrficn. SBcbauerft fie uod) gar I 

SBctttt ttitfer eittg out ©fmtttett loar, 

Uttg Stadjtg bie Stutter ttid)t fiimtntertiefj, 

©taitb fie bei ifjrent SM)ten fitfj ; 3565 

Stuf bcr Stjiirfiauf ttnb iut bunfeln ©aitg 
SOarb ifjitett feiite Stuitbe 511 tang. 

®a utag fie beuit fid) btidctt nutt, 

3m (Siiitberljentbdjen Sfircpttf)’ tfjuit ! 

©rctitjcit. ©r nimmt fie geitiifi 511 feitter gran. 3570 

SicSitjcn. ©r toiir’ eitt Dtarr ! ©in flutter gang' 

,f?at attbcrloartg ttod) Suft gettung. 

©r ift otidj fort. 

(3 vc id; at* 


3 )a§ ift nidjt fdjim ! 
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even played the fool at last. That comes of giving 
herself airs ! 

Gretchen. How so 1 

Liesciien. It stinks ! Sho feeds two when she eats and 
drinks now. 

Gretchen. Ah! 

Lieschen. She ’s rightly served at last. How long she 
has hung on the fellow ! There was a promenading, a 
being taken to the village and dancing place. She 
must bo the first everywhere ; he was always courting 
her with tarts and wine. Sho was rather conceited 
about her beauty, but was so lost to honour as not to 
bo ashamed to accept presents from him. There was a 
hugging and bussing ; so at last the little flower is 
gone ! 

Gretchen. Poor thing ! 

Liesciien. Thou even pitiest her ! When one of us was 
at spinning, mother did not let us down at night, sho 
was with her Bwoet lover; no hour was too long for 
thorn on the bench outside the door, and in the dark 
walk. Now, therefore, she may humble herself, and do 
church-penance in a sinner’s shift ! 

Gretchen. He ’ll surely take her for his wife. 

Liesciien. Ho would bo a fool ! A brisk youth has open- 
ings enough still elsewhore. Besides, ho ’s off. 
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8«#f t 


3574-3595 


SicSiflcu. Sfricgt fie if;tt, fott’l h;r iiBel gef;n. 

®ad SranscI reifjcit bie ShtBett tf)r, 3575 

Uitb gacferling ftreueit loir Bor bie SCfjut’ ! (Q(6.) 

©rctifjcn (t tart; -Bnufc getjenb). SBic fount’ id; fouft fo tafifer 
fd;utdf;feit, 

SBcttn tf;at ein arnte§ SJtcigblcin fetjten ! 

SSSie fount’ icl; iibcr Sfnbrer ©unbelt 

Sliest SEBorte g’nug ber gunge fiitbeti I 3580 

SBie fd;ieit ntir'd fdjtuarj, uttb fd;marjt’d nod; gar, 

SJtir’S hunter bod; uid;t fdjtoarg g’ttug lunr, 

Uttb feguet’ mid; nub tl;at fo grofj, 

Uttb Bin nun fefBft ber ©ihtbe Bfofj I 

®od; — SlUeS, toa§ baju mid; trieb, 3585 

©ott, mar fo got I ad;, mar fo fieB ! 


3minger. 

3n bet 9Jlauer^Bl)te cin 2lnbad;tflbilb ber Mater dolorosa ; 
fflfumenfnigc bewor. 

©rctrtjcu (flcdt frifd;e ©lumen in bie Jtriige). 

3 fd; neige, 

®u @d;mcrgenrcid;e, 

®ein Sfntfifj gtxfibig meitter Siotl; ! 

®a§ @d;)oert im Bergen, 359° 

SBiit tanfenb ©djuterjeit 
SSIitfft aitf jit beitted ©ofjitcS ®ob. 

Sunt SSatcr Blidft bn 
Uttb @euf5er fd;itfft bn 
ipittauf nut feitt’ uttb beine 9 Jotf;. 


3595 
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Gretchen. That is not fair. 

Liesciien. If she gets him, it shall go bad with her ! The 
boys will tear off her wreath, and we shall strow chopped 
straw beforo the door. {Exit.) 

Gretchen {going home). How stoutly could I onco revile 
when a poor girl did err ! How I could not find words 
enough for my tongue about the sins of others ! How 
black it seemed to me ! and I blackened it still more ; 
yet it was not over black enough for me ; and I blosscd 
myself, and carried it so high — and am now myself 
bare to the sin ! Yet — everything that drove me to it, 
was, God knows, so good ! — ah, was so dear ! 


Zwinger. 

{In the niche of the wall a devotional image of the Mater Dolorosa ; 
flower-jars before it . ) 

Gretchen {places fresh flozvers in the jars). 

Ah, incline, thou rich in sorrows, thy countenance graci- 
ously to my distross ! 

Tho sword in thy heart, thou lookest up, with a thousand 
pangs, on thy Son’s death. 

To tho Father thou lookest, and thou sondest up sighs for 
his and thy distress. 
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3596-3619 


2Ber futytet, 

S 55 ic luiitjlct 

®er ©djmerj mir im ©ebciit ? 

28 a§ mein armeg §erj I)ier banget, 

SBaS eg gittert, h)a§ berlanget, 3600 

SBeifjt nut bit, nur bn allein ! 

2M)iit id; immer gcfjc, 

SQSie met), luic tuef), lute racfyc 
SSBirb mir im S 3 itfen Ijier ! 

8d) bin, ndj ! fanm nlleine, 3605 

3d) racin’, id) racin’, id) raeinc, 

®a§ .'perj gerbrid^t in mir. 

®ie ©djerben nor meinem gcnftcr 
S8etl)aut’ id) rnit ®f)ranen, nd) ! 

Slt§ id) am friitjcit SKorgcn 3610 

®ir bicfe SSIumen bradj. 

©djieit ijeU in meiite Stammer 
®ic ©oitite friil) I)erauf, 

©afi id) in nllem jammer 

Sn meinem SBett’ fdjon auf. 3615 

§itf I rette mid) non ©djmnd) unb ®ob ! 

91(5 neige, 

®u ©djmerjenreidje, 

®ein 9 int(i(j gncibig nteiner 9 lotf) ! 
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Who feels how the pain racks me to the quick 1 How my 
poor heart here fears, how it trembles, how it yearns, 
thou only knowest, only thou alone ! 


Whithersoe’er I go, what woo, what woe, what woo grows 
in my bosom here ! I am hardly, alas, alone ; I weep, 
I weep, I weep ; my heart is breaking within mo ! 


The flower-pots before my window I bedewed with tears, 
alas ! as in tho early morning I plucked these flowers 
for thee. 


When early tho sun shono brightly upwards into my 
chamber, I was already sitting up, in all wretchedness, 
in my bed. 


Help ! rescue me from shamo and death ! Ah, incline, 
thou rich in sorrows, thy countenance graciously to my 
distress ! 
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3620-3645 


<3trafie ttor ©cctc^enS S$fire. 

&nlcutiu (©otbat, ©rctcfjcn« JBrutcc). 

SBcitit idj fo faff bei cincm ©elag, 3620 

2Bo ntattd)er ftcl) beriifjntcn mag. 

Hub bie ©efettctt mir ben glor 
®cr ibicigblein taut gepriefeit Dor, 

SHit OoIIem ©ta§ ba§ Sob oerfdjloemmt ; 

®cit (Sflenbogcn nnfgeftemmt, 3625 

©afj id) tit nteittet fitment Utubj’, 

§iirt’ all bent ©ditoabroitireit jit. 
llttb ftreidjc ladjelttb ntcinen S 3 art, 
llnb Iriege bag bode ©lag gttr gnttb, 

Unb fagc : 9 Wcg nadj feiiter SIrt ! 3630 

Stber ift ©ine int gaitjcn Sattb, 

®ic mettter trauten ©retet gleicfjt, 

®ie mettter ©dfioefter bag SEaffcr reid)t ? 

Soft I ®of) ! SHtng ! Slang I bag gtttg Return ! 

®ie ©inett fdjrieen : Er tjat fltedjt ! 3635 

©ie ift bie Qter bout ganjett ©efdjledjt ! 

®a fajjen a tie bie Sober ftunirn. 

Unb nun 1 — unt’g Ipaar fid) aitgjuraufen 
Unb ait ben SBiittben fjinattf ait lattfen ! — 

SBlit ©tidjelrebeit, Staferiimpfen 3^40 

©oil jeber ©djurfe ntidj befd)inif)fen I 
©oil toie eitt bijfer ©djulbuer fifcett, 

S 3 ei jebent 8ufad8luortdjen fd)luij}eit ! 

Unb ntfidjt’ id) fie jufantmen fdjiiteifjen, 

Soitttt' id) fie boc§ nicfit Sttgtter Ijeijjeit. 


3045 
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Night 

Street before Gretchen’s door. 

Valentine, soldier , Gretchen’s brother. 

When I used to sit at a carouse, where many a man likes 
to brag, and my comrades had vaunted loudly to me the 
howor of girls, the praise being washed down with a full 
glass,— leaning upon my olbows, I sat in my safe repose, 
listened to all the swaggering, and, smiling, I stroke my 
beard, and seizo the full glass in my hand, and say : 
‘ E il<; h well enough in her own way ! But is there one 
in the wholo country that equals my dear Margery- — - 
who can hold a candle to my sister?’ Done! Done! 
Cling, clang ! so it went round ! Some cried : ‘ He is 
right; she is the ornament of the wholo sex!’ Then 
sat all the praisers dumb. And now ! —it is enough to 

make one tear out one’s hair and run up the walls ! 

evory knave shall twit mo with jibes and sneers ! I 
must sit, like a bad debtor, to sweat at every chance 
word ! And though I might smash them up, yet I could 
not call them liars. 


S 
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3646-3673 


gauft 


S53a§ lommt Ijeran ? 2Ba§ fd)tcid)t Ijcrtiei ? 
3rr’ id; nid)t, c§ jinb iljrer S'uct. 

Qft cr’§, glcid) fmd' id; tf)lt Seim gcllc ; 

©oil nidjt lebettbig Don ber ©tctlcl 


3«uft. 5DicVf)iftot)fjcIcS. 

Soiift. 23ie bon bent Senfter bort ber ©alriftei 3650 

gtnfloartg ber ©djein beg elo’gett 2ambd)en§ pmmert 
Unb fd)load) nttb fdjtoadjer feitlucirts bammert, 

Unb ginfternifj brdngt ringSunt bei : 

©0 fieljt’S in tneincm SBufett nadjtig. 
s»ictJi)tftot)t)c(c3. Unb ntir ift’g tuie bent SMfjIein fdjmiidjtig, 
®a3 an ben geuerteitern fdpidjt, 3656 

©id) teif bantt urn bie SBtauerit ftreidjt ; 

SSKir ift’a gan* tugenbtidj babei, 

©in bifjdjen ®ieSggetiift, ein bifjdjen SRammelei. 

©0 fault ntir jdjott bitrd) aEe ©ticber 3660 

®ic Ijerrlidje 2 Bafaurgi§itad)t. 

®ie lontrnt mtg iibermorgen toicber; 

®a tueijj man bod;, tuarnm man Inadjt. 

3 a u ft. 9liidt toof)t ber @d)aj) inbeffett in bie §oI)’, 

®ett id; bort Ijinten flimmern fet)’ ? 3665 

anef>Stft<M>b*t' 8 - ®u tnnuft bie Srcnbc batb erteben, 

®a§ SJeffetdjen tjeraugpjebett. 

3d) fdjiette ttenlid) fo Ijinein ; 

©inb Ijerrlidje Siiloentljaler brein. 

3 a tift. Sfiidjt ein ®efd)ineibe, nid)t ein Sting, 3670 

SJleine tiebe S8uf)le bantit ju jierett? 

SBtcf)i)iftof)()cicS. Sdj fat) babei tool)! fo ein ®ittg, 

2US trie eine 2(rt bon Sfkrtenfcfinuren. 
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What draws near 1 What is slinking hither 1 If I mistake 
not, there are two of them. If it is ho, I ’ll collar him 
at once ; ho shall not go alive from the spot ! 


Faust. Mepiiistophei.es. 

Faust. How, from the window of the sacristy yonder, the 
light of the eternal lamp flickors upwards, and glimmers 
weakly, and more weakly, at the sides, and darkness 
closes round about ! So seems it night-like in my 
bosom. 

Mephistopheles. And I feel languishing like the small 
cat that slinks along the fire-ladders, thon softly moves 

around the walls. It makes mo feel quite virtuously 

a spice of thievish hankering, a spico of wantonness. 
So thrills already through all my limbs the glorious 
Walpurgis-night. It comes again to us the day after 
to-morrow ; thon indeed one knows why one ’s awake. 

Faust. Meanwhile, can that be tho treasure rising on 
high, which I seo glimmering behind yonder 1 

Mephistopheles. You can soon experience tho pleasure 
of lifting out the little kettle. 1 lately took a squint 
inside ; glorious lion-dollars are within. 

Fausi. Not a trinket, not a ring, to deck my dear mistress 
with 1 

Mephistopheles. I think I saw some such thing there as 
a sort of string of pearls. 
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3674-3701 


$<*« ft 

S mi ft. @0 ift eg red)t I SQtir tljut e 3 Wet), 

SBeitit id) oljnc ©efdjenfe 311 il)t get)’. 3675 

SBtcf)i)iftofjf)c[c 9 . @§ font’ cud; ebeit nid)t uerbrieficu, 

Umfonft and) etiuctS 311 gcitiefjen. 

3 cfct, ba bet $immel ooder Sterne gtiiljt, 

SoUt it)t eiit matjreS Stunftftiid (jiireit : 

3d) fittg’ iljr, ein moralifd) 2ieb, 3680 

Um fie geloiffer 311 betljiJreit. 

(<5ingt jur 3itf;ec.) 

2Sa§ madjft bit uttr 
S8or Siebdieua ®f)iir, 

Satljrindjen, Ijicr 

S 3 ei friilfcm ®agebbtide ? 3685 

2ajj, lafs c8 fel)it ! 

@r liifjt bid) cin, 

Slt§ ajidbc^en ein, 

2113 SRabdjeit itid)t gxiriicfe. 

5 M)ntt eudj itt 2 Id)t ! 369° 

3 ft c 3 t>oflbrad)t, 

®aitit gittc 9 tad)t, 

3I)r arntcu, atnten ®iuger ! 

§abt ifjr cud) Kcb, 

®t)ut feinem ®ieb 369s 

9 tur nidjts 3U 2ieb’, 

2 Ite mit bem Sting am Singer ! 

tOalenttii (tritt Dot). SBen lodft bu I)ier V SBcim Element I 
SBermalebeiter Stottenfaitger I 

Sum ®eufet etft baa Suftrumcnt I 3700 

Sum ®eufel f)intcrbrein ben Sanger ! 
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Faust. That is well ! I am pained if I go to her without 
a present. 


Mepiiistopheles. You ought not to grieve oxactly at 
enjoying something gratis also. Now that the heaven 
glows full of stars, you shall hear a true pieco of art. 
I will sing her a moral song, to befool her the more 
certainly. 

(Sings to the guitar . ) 

‘ What, prithee, art thou doing here before thy lover’s 
door, Katrina, in the early glance of day ? Lot, let it 
alone ! He lets thee in — as a maiden, in — not as a 
maiden, back again. 


1 Beware ! If it is accomplished, then good-night, you 
poor, poor things ! If you love yourselves, do nothing 
at all to pleaso any thief, except with tho ring on the 
finger !’ 


Valentine (comes forward). Tho deuce! Whom are you 
luring here, cursed rat-catchor ? To the devil, first the 
instrument ! To the devil, afterwards, the singer ! 
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5?nuf 't 


3702-3721 


swci)i)ifto»)i)ctcs. ®ie Sitter ift entgluei I an ber ift nic^tS gu 
fatten. 

® nicnttn. 9 tun foil eS ait eiit ©djabelfftalten I 
anct)fjifio()t)cic8 (}u Snuft). §err ®oftor, nidit gclindjcit! 
grifd; ! 

§art ait mid) an, mic id) cud; fiitjrc ! 370s 

§crait§ mit eucrnt glebcrtoifd) ! 

SJlur jugeftofjeit I Qd; ^jorive. 

©alcntiii. Native belt ! 

«tc()t)ifto()t)cic8. SBorunt bentt nidjt? 

Stolen till. Stud) ben I 
SBtc()t)lftot)t)ctc8. ©Ctoifjl 

©oicntin. 3d) gtaiib', ber ®ettfel fid;t ! 

3 Ba§ ift bctttt ba§ ? ©d;ott tuirb bie $aub mir tafjm. 3710 
s»tct)t)tftot)t)clc8 (511 Srmiji). ©tojj’gu! 

Slntcntin (fiiftt). 0 feel) I 

iWct)t)tftoi)i)etc 9 - Sitttt ift ber Sitntmcl jatjtti 1 

9 tuit aber fort 1 SBir ntiiffett gteid; tierfdjiuiitbctt ; 

®emt fdjott entftetjt ein ntijrbertid) ©efdjrei. 

8dj tneifi tttic§ trefflic^ mit ber iJSoItjei, 

®od; mit bettt 33tut6aun fd;Ied;t tttid^ abjufittbeit. 3715 
smnttiie (ant Senfter). fjerattS I .gerattS I 
Wfctrfjcit (ant (fcnflev). tperbei eiit Sidjtl 

sotartoc (toie often). SJtan fdjilt tntb rauft, man fdjrcit nub 
fidjt. 

stoit. ®a liegt fdjott eitter tobt I 

»tnrtt)c (IjernitStvetenb). ®ic 3Kiirbcr, fittb fie bentt eniftoijn? 

Citrctrfjcn (fjermiStretenb). SBcr tiegt [)ier ? 37=0 

©ott. ® eitter SJtuttcr Soffit, 

fitrctificn. 9 liltnadjtigcr ! toeldje SJiotf) I 
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Mephistopheles. The guitar is in pieces ! It is all up 
with it. 

Valentine. Now then for a skull-splitting ! 

Mephistopheles. Doctor, no yielding ! Brisk ! Close 
by me, as I guide you ! Out with your duster ! Only 
thrust ! I ’ll parry. 

Valentine. Parry that ! 

Mephistopheles. Why not, then 1 

Valentine. That too ! 

Mephistopheles. Certainly ! 

Valentine. I believe the devil is fighting ! What, then, 
is that 1 My hand gets lame already. 

Mephistopheles (to Faust). Thrust homo ! 

Valentine (falls). Ah mo ! 

Mephistopheles. Tho lubber is tame now ! But now 
away! We must vanish at once; for already a mur- 
derous outcry is arising. I am on an excellent footing 
with tho police, but could ill como to terms with tho 
criminal court. 

Martha (at the window). Out ! Out ! 

Gretchen (at the window). Bring a light ! 

Martha (as before). They are scolding and scuffling ; they 
are screaming and fighting. 

People. Hero lies ono dead already ! 

Martha (coming out). The murderers — have thoy fled, 
then 1 

Gretchen (coming out). Who lies hero 1 

People. Thy mother’s son. 

Gretchen. Almighty God ! what misery ! 
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Snuft 


3722-3749 


soaicntin. fterbe I ba§ ift bntb gcfagt, 

Uitb Bcitber ttodf) gettjait. 

23aS ftel;t ifjr SBeiber, Jieult imb ftagt ? 

Somrnt fjer imb fjiirt mic§ nit I 

(2lffe tcctcn itm tf;it.) 

SOteiu ©retdjen, fief) I bn Sift nod) jimg, 

Sift gar ttod; itidjt gcfd;eibt gcitiiitg, 

3ftad)ft beiite ©adjcn fdjtedit. 

3d; fag’ bir’S tilt SBcrtrniteit nut : 

®u bift bod; nuit einntat cine Jgmr’ ; 

@0 fct;’S and; ebcn redjt ! 

©rctifjcn. Sftein SBrtibcr ! @ott! SBnS foil tnir bnS ? 
sOdicnttn. Safi unfern fpcrrgott nuS bent ©pnfi ! 
©efd;cl;n ift leiber nttit gefdjelnt, 

Unb loie eS geljit fann, fo ioirb’S get;it. 

®u fiugft ntit (Sinent Ijeintlidj an, 

S3nlb fontmen itjrer ntefirc bran, 

Unb loemt bid; erft ciit ®itfjcnb t;at, 

@0 I;at bit| and; bie ganje ©tabt. 

SBettn erft bie @d;anbe toirb geboreit, 

SBirb fie t;eimtid) jitr 2Bett gebracfjt, 

Unb man 3 iet;t ben @d;teier ber 3tad;t 
^I;r iiber Sfofif imb OI;reit ; 

3a, ntatt mod;te fie gem ermorben. 

2Bnd;['t fie aber imb utnd;t fid; grog, 

®nitit get;t fie and; bei ®age blofi, 

Unb ift bod; nid;t fdjbner getoorben. 

3e tjajjlidjer luirb it;r @efid;t, 

Sfe ntetjr fudjt fie be§ ®ngeS 2id)t. 
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Valentine. I am dying! that is soon said, and sooner 
still done. Why do you women stand howling and 
wailing ? Come here and listen to me ! ( All come 

round him). 


My Grotchen, look, thou art yet young, art by no means 
yet clover enough, and managest thy affairs badly. I 
toll it thee in confidence only : since thou art once for 
all a whore, be also ono outright ! 


Gretchen. My brother ! God ! What means that to me t 


Valentine. Leave our Lord God out of the gamo ! What 
is done, alas, is now done ; and things will go as go they 
may. Thou didst begin secretly with ono ; soon moro 
of them will follow ; and when once a dozen havo had 
thee, the whole town will havo thee too. 


When first Shame is born, she is brought into tho world 
secretly, and tho veil of night is drawn over her lioad 
and ears; ay, people would fain slay her. But when 
she grows and waxes groat, then goes she also bare by 
day, and yet has become no fairer. Tho uglier her face 
becomes, the moro she seeks the light of day. 
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S«ttf t 


37SO-377S 


3 dj felj’ roaljrljaftig fdjon bie Qcit, 375° 

®afj otte Brabe SiirgerSleitt’, 

SBte bon einer angeftedten Seicfien, 

Son bit, bit StJtefje I feitaB loeidfen. 

®ir foil ba§ §erj im 2 ei 6 berjngeit, 

SBenit fie bit in bic Slngeit feljtt I 375s 

©ottft (eine gotbite Sfctte ntefjr tragcit ! 

3n bet S?irdEje nidjt meljr am Slltar fteljit I 

3 n cincnt fdjiinett ©fiifjenfragen 

®id; nid^t Beint Xanjc tbol;t6el;agcit I 

3n eine fiitfire 3nmntereden 3760 

Untet Settler uitb Sriif)f>et bid) berftedeit, 

Unb, tnenn bit benn and) ©ott berjeil;t, 

9 luf ©then fetjn bermatebeit I 
atiavttjc. Scfefjtt eure ©eete ©ott 511 ©itabcn 1 
SBollt ifjr nod; Saft'rtmg auf end; labeit ? 3765 

‘itntcntiii. SDonttt' id; bit nut an ben biirrcn SeiB, 

®u fd;iitiblid; fnfipterifdjeS SMB I 
®a tjofft' id; alter liteiiter ©iinben 
ScrgeBuitg reid;e 93 lafi 311 finbeit. 

Wrctrtjcii. SJieiii Sriiber I SBetdje §BHenf)ein t 3770 

sontcnttn. 3d; fage, tafi bie ®fjranen fetjn I 
®a bn bid; ffiradjft bet @t;rc lo§, 

©abft ntir ben fdjtoerftcn ©ergenSftofs. 

3 d; gel;c burd; ben ®obc§fd;laf 

8tt ©ott eiit al§ ©olbat unb Brab. 3775 

(@tic6t.) 
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By my faith, I already seo the time when all honest towns- 
folk will turn aside from thee, thou strumpet, as from 
a tainted corpse. Thy heart shall despair in thy body, 
when they look thee in the face ! No golden chain shalt 
thou wear more ! no more stand at the altar in the 
church ! Thou shalt not please thyself, in a fair lace- 
collar, at tho dance ! In some dark, wretched corner, 
among beggars and cripples, shalt thou hido, and, even 
if God then forgives thee, be cursed on earth ! 


Martha. Commend your soul to God’s grace ! Will you 
besides load blasphemy on yourself 1 


Valentine. Could I but at thy withered body, thou 
scandalous, pimping woman, I should hope to find 
pardon, in rich measure, for all my sins ! 


GuETCHEN. My brother ! What hellish torment ! 


Valentine. Have done with tears, I toll thco ! When 
thou renouncedst honour, thou gavest mo tho bittorost 
heart-stab. I go in, through tho sloop of death, to God 
as a soldior and a bravo one. (Dies). 
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3776-3801 


SDom. 

Slmt, Digit unb ©(fang. 

©rcitttcit untie bittern SBotfe. Bilfcr ©clft $lntec @teh$eit. 

sBiifcr ©clft. SBtc nitbcrS, ©retdjen, tour bir’S, 

9 tt§ bit nod; boll Uitfdjnlb 
§ier gitnt Stttar irctt’ft, 

9 iu 8 bent uergriffitcit 83 iidjetd;en 
©eBete laHtcft, 

$al6 SDinber^tele, 
fmt6 ®ott int .ficrjcit I 
©retdjen ! 

28 o fteijt beitt Sopf ? 

Sit beinent ^jerjeit 
2 BeId;e !®liffetl;at ? 

Set’ft bu fitr beitter SJinttct ©eetc, bie 
Surd) bid; jut lattgcit, lattgett $ein r;inti6erfd;lief ? 
9 (uf beitter @d;tueHc mejjcit S 3 lut ? 

— Unb untcr bciitcnt §crjeu 3790 

91 cgt fid ;’3 nidjt qttilleitb fd;on, 

Unb angftigt bid) unb fid) 

Sliit arjuimgSboHer ©egentonrt? 

©vctrtjcu. SBet) ! SBel; I 

S33cir’ id; ber ©ebaitfeit to§, 379 5 

®ie ntir Ijeriiber ttttb fjittitber getjett 
SBiber mid; I 

©ft 0 c. Dies irto, dies ilia 

Solvot steclum in favilla. 

(Drgetton. ) 

Bilfec ©clft. ©rimnt fcijjt bid; I 3800 

®ie ijBofamte tiint 1 


3780 


3785 


Cathedral 
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Cathedral. 

(Service, organ ami anthem. Gretchen amongst a number of people. 

Evil Spirit behind Gretciien. ) 

Evil Spirit. How different was it with thee, Gretchen, 
when, still full of innocence, thou earnest hero to 
the altar, lispedst prayers out of the well-thumbed 
little book, half child’s play, half God in thy heart ! 
Gretchen ! Whore is thy head ? What transgression 
in thy heart ! Prayest thou for thy mother’s soul, who, 
through thee, slept over into long, long torment t On 
thy threshold, whose blood 1 — And, under thy heart, 
stirs there not something, quiekoning already, and 
torturing thee and itself with foreboding presence 1 


Gretchen. Woe ! Woo ! Would I wore freo from the 
thoughts which como to mo hither and thither against 
me ! 


Ciioir. Bins irce, dies ilia 

Solvet sceclum in favilla. ( Organ-sound .) 


Evil Spirit. Wrath Beizes thee ! The Trump sounds 1 
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3802-3832 


Sic ©rcibcr bcbeit I 
Unb beiu £>er5, 

Slug Stfdjcnrulj’ 

Su gtammenquaten 
SSiebcr aufgefdjaffcit, 

SBebt anf ! 

deepen. SBar’ id) fjicr meg ! 

SOitr ift, ate ob bie Drgcl mic 
Sen Sttfjem berfejjte, 

©cfang ntetit §erg 
Sin Sieffteit ttif’te. 

Gftot. Judex ergo cum sedebit, 

Quidquid latet apparobit, 

Nil inultum remanobit. 

©vctrfjcu. SDtir itrirb fo citg’ ! 

Sie SOtaucrnpfeiler 
SBefangeit mid) ! 

Sag ©cmiitbe 
Srciitgt mid) ! — 811ft 1 

«Ufct ©cift. S 3 erbirg bid) I ©iinb’ imb Sd)anbe 
SBteibt nid)t berborgeit. 

Suft? Sidjt? 

SBel) bir I 

Kijor. Quid sum miser tune dicturus, 

Quern patronum rogaturus, 

Cum vix justus sit socurus 1 
SBiifcr (Sc ift. S'tjr Stllttifl lUCllbeU 
aScrttcirte bon bir ab. 

Sie tpanbe bir 311 reid)en, 

©djauert’g ben bteinen I 
SCBef) I 


3805 


3810 


3815 


3820 


3825 


3830 
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The graves trcmblo ! And thy heart, raised again from 
its ashy rest for flame-torments, starts up trembling 1 


Giietchen. Would I were hence ! I feel as if the organ 
took away my breath, as if the anthem dissolved my 
inmost heart. 


Ciioir. Judex ergo cum sedebit, 

Quidquid laid apparebit, 
Nil imltum remanebit. 


Gretchen. I feel so oppressed ! The wall pillars confine 
me ! The vault presses on me ! — Air ! 


Evil Spirit. Hide thyself ! Sin and shame remain not 
hidden. Air ? Light l Woo to thee ! 


Choir. Quid sum miser tunc dicturus, 

Quem patronum rogalurus, 
Cum vix just us sit securus 1 


Evil Spirit. The glorified avert their faces from thee ! 
Tho pure shudder to reach thoe their hands ! Woo ! 


288 


3«»ft 


3833-3854 


GOot. Quid sum miser tune dicturus 1 
© I'ctifjcit. 9?ntf)bariit ! (Suer glcifd)d)cit ! — 

(@ic falft in DEjnmai^t.) 


SBatpurfliiSnac^t. 

-5arjgc6irg. ©cgenb non ©djirfc mib Slenb. 
iviUlit. snc4>fjiftuptje(c£. 

SB!ct)Oifto(ji)ctc8. SBcrtaitgft bu itidjt ttadj cittern SSefeuftictc ? 
3 <J) Juunfcfjte ntir ben attcrberbfteit SButt. 3 8 3 e 

Sluf biefcnt 2Beg fittb loir itocf) mcit bom Qictc. 

Snuft. @0 Iattg icf) utid) ttocT) frifd) atif nteitteit SBciitcu 
fitfjle, 

©cniigt ntir bicfer Sfnotenftod. 

28 a§ Ijilft'g, bag matt ben SBcg berfiirgt I 3840 

3nt Sabtjrintt) bcr ®[)citer gtitjufdjteidjcit, 

®amt biefeit gctfcit 311 erfteigeit, 

Sion bent ber QueH fidj etbig tyrubelnb ftiirjt, 

®a§ ift bie Suft, bic fotd)e ^| 3 fnbe iniirgt ! 

®er grilling inebt fd;ou in ben SBtrfett, 3845 

Uttb fetbft bie gitf)te fiiljtt iljit fdjon ! 

@oHt’ er nid)t and) nuf tmfre ©tiebcr ltiirfeit ? 
sttcbbiftobOcies. giiribnfjr, id) fftiire uidjts baboit! 

SKir ift e 3 tbitttcrlid) iitt Seibe ; 

3d) tuiinfdjte Settee nub groft ottf meitter SBaljit. 3850 
SBie traurig fteigt bie unboltfommne @d)cibe 
®eS rotten 2 Kunb 3 mit fftater ©tutf) tjernit, 

Unb teudjtet fd)Ied)t, bag man bei jebeitt @d)ritte 
S 3 or emeu SBaunt, bov etiten gelfen rennt 1 
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Choir. Quid sum miser tune didurus ? 

Gretchen. Neighbour ! Your smelling bottle ! 

[She swoons away . ) 


Walpurgis-Night. 

{Harz mountains. District of Schirke and Elend . ) 

Faust. Mephistophei.es. 

Mephistopiieles. Do you not long for a broomstick 1 
For myself, I should like the very sturdiest he-goat. 
By this way we are still far from our goal. 

Faust. So long as I feel fresh on my legs, this knotty 
staff suffices me. What boots it to shorten tho way 1 
To steal along the labyrinth of the valleys, then to 
mount the rock from which the spring, ever bubbling, 
dashes, — that is the pleasure which gives zest to such 
paths. Spring is already stirring in tho birches, and 
even tho pine already feels it : should it not work also 
upon our limbs 1 

Mephistopheles. Verily, I feel nothing of it! In my 
body it is wintry ; I should desire frost and snow upon 
my path. How mournfully the imperfect disk of the 
red moon rises with belated glow, and lights so ill that, 
at every stop, one runs against a tree, against a rock ! 

T 
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3853-3882 


©rlaub', bag id) eiu Qrrtidjt bittc 1 3855 

Sort felj’ id) eiitl, bal cben tuftig brennt. 

.fje ba ! mein greunb 1 barf id) bid) 311 uni foberit ? 

SBal miHft bit fo Bergebeul lobcrn ? 

©el) bod) fo gut nub Ieud)t’ tutl ba t)inauf ! 

Slul ©fjrfurc^t, Ijoff idj, foil el mir gelingeit, 3860 
SOteiit Ieic§teS S'tatureH 311 3loingeu ; 

Slur 3id3ad gct)t gemotjntidj imfer 2auf. 
atctJbiftonbctci. ©i! ®il ffir benft’l ben SJienfd^en nnd)= 
3Uat)men. 

©el)’ @r mtv grab’, iitl Seufetl Stamen ! 

©onft blaf id| 3 Jtjm fcitt g(ader>Scbeu mil. 3865 

Sttiitfjt. merle loot)!, ifjr feib ber §err Bom §aitl, 

Unb milt mid) gern nad) cud) bequemen. 

SlHciit bebenft 1 ber 93 erg ift fjeute janbertod, 

Unb menu ein 3 rrtid)t cud) bie SBege mcifen foil, 

©0 ntiifjt ifjr’l fo genan nid)t nef)uten. 3870 

Sttcjjfjifiojjfyclcd, 3>vvliri)t. 

3m SBectyfetgefaug. 

3 n bie Srauiit- uitb 3 auberfpljcire 
©inb mir, fd)eint el, eingegangeit. 

3iif)r' itnl gut unb ntadj’ bir ©Ijrc, 

Safe mir bormfirtl balb gelaitgen, 

811 ben loeiten iiben Staiimen I 3875 

©elj’ bie SBaurne l)inter SBnmtten, 

SBie fie fd)iteK Boriiber riideit, 

Unb bie SHippen, bie ficfj biideit, 

Unb bie laitgen Setfennafen, 

SBie fie fdjitard)en, mie fie blafeit ! 3880 

Surd) bie ©teine, burd) ben Stafeu 
©ilet Sad) unb S 3 ad)leiit niebcr. 


Walpurgis-Night 


291 


Allow me to invite a will-o’-the wisp ! I see one yonder 
that is just burning merrily. Hi there, my friend ! May 
I summon you to us 1 Why will you flare so uselessly 1 
Pray be so good as to light us up along here ! 

Will-o’-the-Wisp. Out of reverence, I hope I shall suc- 
ceed in restraining my flighty nature ; our course usually 
goes but zig-zag. 


Mephistopheles. Heyday ! You think to imitate man. 
Go you simply straight, in the devil’s name ! Else I 
will blow your flickering flame out for you. 

WlLL-o’-THE-W ISP. I well perceive, you are the master 
of the house, and I will willingly accommodate myself 
to you. But consider ! The mountain to-day is magic- 
mad, and if a will-o’-the-wisp is to show you tho way, 
you must not be so particular. 

Faust, Mephistopheles, Will-o’.thf.-Wisp (m alternate song ). 

‘ Into the sphero of dream and magic, it seems, we have 
entered. Lead us right, and do thyself credit, that we 
may get fast forwards into the wide, desert spaces ! 

‘ I see the trees behind trees, how quickly they move by ; 
and tho cliffs that bow, and the long snouts of rocks, 
how they snort, how they blow ! 

‘ Through the stones, through the turf, brook and brooklet 
hurry down. Hear I rustling 1 Hoar I songs 1 Hear 
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Sanft 


3883-3913 


©or’ id) SRaufdfen ? I) or' id; Sieber ? 

©or’ idj fjolbc SieBegftage, 

©timnten jener §immel8tage ? 3885 

833 rt§ loir fjoffen, long loir liebctt I 
Unb bad ©d;o, loie bic ©age 
Sitter Seiten, fjattet loiebcr. 

Uijit I @dmi;it I tout ed uciijer ; 

Sttoug imb fiibij} unb ber $aljer, 3890 

©itib fie nUe load; gebticBcu ? 

©inb ba§ SKotdje bitrc^S ©cftrdttd;e ? 

Sange S 3 eine, bicfe 33 iiudje I 

Unb bie SBurjeln, loie bie ©djiangett, 

SBinben fidj aud get? unb ©attbe, 3895 

©tredcit tmmberlid^e SBnitbe, 

Und ju fdjreden, und 511 fangen ; 

Siu§ beiebteit berben SDtafern 
©tredcn fie ^ 3 oIt;fjenfaferu 

9 iad; bent SBanbrer. Unb bie SCRaufe, 3900 

Snufeubfnrbig, fd;aarentueife, 

®urd; bad 9 KooS unb burdj bie ©eibe ! 

Unb bie gunfeulinirnter fiiegett, 

®lit gebrdngteu ©djtoarmejugen, 

8um Oerloirrettben ©eteite. 3905 

Stbcr fag’ tnir, 06 loir fteljen, 

Ober 06 luir lueiter geijcit ? 

Sided, Sided fdjeint git breljen, 
gctd unb SBiimne, bie ©efidjter 
©djtteibeu, unb bie irren 2itf;ter, 3910 

$ie fid; meiiren, bie fid; btafien. 
s»icvt)iftot)i)etca. gaffe luader nteinen 84 >fei I 
©ier ift }o ettt SJiittelgipfel, 
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I the sweet plaint of love, — voices of those heavenly 
days 1 — what we hope, what we love ! And Echo, like 
the tale of old times, sends hack the sound. 


‘ Oohoo ! Shoohoo ! — it sounds nearer ; screech-owl, and 
peewit, and the jay, — have they all remained awake 1 
Are those salamanders through the bushes 1 — long legs, 
big paunches ! And the roots, like serpents, wind from 
out of rock and sand, stretch forth strange bands, to 
affright us, to catch us ; from living, sturdy gnarls, they 
stretch polyp-fibres towards the wanderer. And the 
mice, thousand-coloured, in hosts, through the moss, 
and through the heather ! And the fire-flies flit, with 
crowded swarms, in a bewildering escort. 


‘ But tell me whether we are standing still, or whether we 
are moving on 1 Everything, everything seems to turn 
round, — rock and trees, which make faces, and the 
will-o’-the-wisps, which multiply, which swell them- 
selves out.’ 


Mephistopheles. Grasp my skirt stoutly ! Here is a 
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3914-3944 


2 Bo ntmt mit ©rftaunen field, 

SBic tnt SBerg ber 2 Jinmntoit 3915 

Souft. 2Ste fcltfant glimmert burcf; bic ©riinbe 
©in morgenriitfjlid) triibev ©d;ciu I 
Unb felbft big in bie ticfen ©djliinbe 
®c§ 3 t 6 grunbs inittcrt er Ijinein. 

®n ftcigt eiit ®ant|)f, bort jieljen ©dftnaben, 3920 

§ier teuditct ©Itttf) nu§ ®unft itnb gtor, 

®amt fd)Ieid)t fie toie eiit garter gnbeit, 

®ann bridjt fie foie eiit Quell l)er&or. 

."pier fdjliitgt fie eitte gauge ©trcde, 

SJiit Ijunbert Slbern, fic§ burdj’S ®()al, 3925 

Unb bier in ber gebrangten ©dc 
SBereiugett fie fidj auf einrnaL 
®a fpritfjen gunfeit in ber 9 la[)e, 

S 3 ie auSgeftreuter golbner ©anb. 

®odj fdmit’ I in ifjrer gangeit .pfjc 3930 

©ntgiinbet fidj bie gelfenfomtb. 
m c(j()iftof)tjctcs. ©rlcudjtct uidjt 311 biefent gefte 
§err SKammon fjrcic^tig ben 5 J 5 ataft ? 

©in ©Kid, bajj bit’s gefefjeit Ijaft ; 

8dj finite fdioit bie ungeftiimen ©afte. 3935 

So 11 ft. SLBic rnf't bie SBinbSbraut biirclj bie SuftI 
2)lit focldjen ©djlagen trifft fie ineinen Sftadeit I 
ancfjbiftonbctcs. ®u nutjjt beS gelfettS nlte diifipen fmden ; 
©oitft ftiirgt fie bidj fjiuab in biefer ©c§tiinbe ©ruft, 

©in Sftebel Derbidjtet bie Stadjt. 3940 

©ore, foie ’3 burdj bie SBiitber fradjt ! 

Stufgefdjeudjt fiiegen bie ©uleu. 

§ii r’ ! eS fptittern bie ©iiuten 
©foig griiner 5 f 5 a(cifte. 
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mid-peak, whence one sees with wonder how Mammon 
is glowing in the mountain. 


Faust. How strangely glimmers through the hollows a 
murky lustre like the red of dawn ! And it quivers 
even into the deep gorges of the abyss. There an 
exhalation rises ; vapours trail yonder ; here a glow 
shines out from mist and haze ; then it steals along 
like a fino thread ; then it bursts forth like a fountain. 
Here it winds, a whole reach, with a hundred veins, 
through the valley ; and here, in the compressed corner, 
it isolates itself at once, There, close by, sparks are 
scintillating, like scattered golden sand. But look ! the 
wall of rocks kindles in all its height. 


Mephistopheles. Does not Sir Mammon light up his 
palace magnificently for this festival 1 A piece of luck, 
that you have seen it ! I feel already the approach of 
the boisterous guests. 


Faust. How the storm-blast rages through the air ! With 
what thumps it strikes my neck ! 

Mephistopheles. You must grip the old ribs of the 
rock ; else it will hurl you down into the gravo of these 
abysses. A mist thickens the night. Hark, what a 
crashing through the woods ! The owls fly scared 
away. Hark, the columns of the evergreen palaces 
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3945-3973 


©irrett mtb 93rcc^en ber Stfte, 

®er ©tamme ntcitf;tigcg ®ri)Ijnen, 

®er SBurgelit fitarren unb ©atjnen I 
8m fiirdjtertid; uerioorrciteu gntte 
UeBer einanber Iradjeu fic nUc, 

Uitb burdj bte uBertriimnterten SHiifte 
Sifd;ett unb Ijeulen bie Siifte. 
fpiirft bn ©timmen in ber .^o^e ? 

8n ber gcrnc, in ber Jiiifie ? 

8a, ben gattjen Serg enttang 
©tromt eiit tnuttjenbcr ffauBergefang I 
••pcscii (tin G(;or). ®ie §ejen 311 bent Srodett giefjtt; 

®ie ©toppe! ift gct6, bie ©aat ift griitt. 

®ort fammelt fidj ber grojje $auf ; 

©err Urian fi(jt oBett auf. 

©o geljt e§ iiber ©tent unb ©tod ; 

@0 f— t bie tpej-e, e§ ft— t ber Sod. 
stint me. ®ie atte 83au6o tommt aHein ; 

©ie rcitet auf eiitent SDhitterfdHuein. 

@0 ©fire bent, tnent @f;re geBiiljrt I 
Srau SattBo uor ! unb angefiil;rt I 
Sin tiidjtig @d;n>eitt unb Gutter brattf, 

®a folgt ber gattge fpejeitljauf. 

SBeldjen SBeg fontmft bn Ijer ? 

Uebertt 8Ifenfteiu I 
®a gttdt’ id; ber (Me inS Stteft fjiueiu ; 

®ie ntad;t’ ein ifSaar Stugen ! 

O faf;re gur .ftiille I 3970 


6 Ij 0 V. 


Gtimme. 
Bti mine. 


3945 


3950 


3955 


39 6 o 


396s 


reit’ft bu fo fcfjitetfe ! 

©ti mme. SDttdj f;at fie gefcfjuubeit ; 
fief) nur bie SSunben I 
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are splintering ! The crackling and breaking of tbe 
branches, the mighty groaning of the trunks, the creak- 
ing and yawning of the roots, — they all crash, in 
fearfully confused fall, over one another ; and the 
winds hiss and howl through the wreck-covered clefts. 
Do you hear voices aloft 1 — in the distance ? — near at 
hand 1 Ay, a raving magic-song streams along the 
whole mountain ! 

Witches (in chorus). The witches repair to the Brocken ; 
the stubble is yellow, the young corn is green. Yonder 
assembles the great multitude. Sir Urian sits up aloft. 
So they go over stock and stem, the witch - — -s, the 
he-goat s. 

Voice. The old Baubo comes alone ; she rides on a 
farrow sow. 

Chorus. So honour to him to whom honour is due ! 
Damo Baubo to the front, and lead the way ! A goodly 
sow and mother thereon ; then follows the whole swarm 
of witches. 

Voice. Which way did you come hither 1 

Voice. Over Ilsenstein. There I peeped into the owl’s 
nest. She made such a pair of eyes ! 

Voice. Oh go to hell ! why are you riding so fast 1 

Voice. She has grazed me; only Bee here the wounds ! 
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3974 - 4=02 


$cscn (E$or). ®er 2Beg ift Breit, ber SBcg ift tang ; 

2Ba§ ift bag fiir eirt totter Srattg ? 397S 

®ie ®aBet ftid^t, ber S3efen frajjt, 

®aS Stinb erftidt, bie SfJfutter gjtntjt. 

.tiejcnmclftcr (4?aI0eS Gt)or). 

SBir jdjteidjen loie bie ©dined’ int gang ; 

Sic SBciBcr atte fiitb boraug. 

®entt get)t eg gu beg SBofett gang, 39 8 0 

®«g SEBcib fjat taufenb ©dfjritt boraug. 

(2lnt>re 

S55ir nefjnteu bag ltidjt fo geitau : 
ffltit taufenb ©Written macfit’g bie grau ; 

®od) loie fie and) fid) eitcu fann, 

3Kit (Siiient ©fmmge madjt'8 ber tOiami. 39 8 5 

Stimmc (o6eii). ffomntt mit, lornrnt mit, uom getfenfeel 
Sttmmcn (oon uuteii). 28ir molten gerne mit, in bie got)’. 
SEBir tuafdjcu unb btant finb loir gang unb gar, 

Stber and) eloig unfruditBar. 

»cit>c ®g fctjloeigt ber SEBiub, eg ftietjt ber ©tern, 3990 

®er triiBe SJtonb berBirgt fid) gent ; 

3tu ©aufen fpriifjt bag fSattbcrdjor 
SBiet taufenb generfnnfen tjcrbor. 
stimmc (non unteu). gatte! gattel 

Stimmc (ooit oBen). 23er ruft ba aug ber getfenfpalte ? 3995 

stimme (unten). Stetjuit Utid) mit ! SMjmt ntid) mit I 
3d) fteige fd)on breifjnnbert 3«t)r, 

Unb fann ben ®ipfet nid)t erreidjen. 

3d) tofire gent Bei meiiteg ®Ieidjen. 
s8cit>c ei)Bte- ®g trcigt ber SBefett, tragt ber ©tod, 

®ie ®a6et tragt, eg tragt ber 33od ; 

S3er gente fid) nidjt IjeBen fann, 


40CO 
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Witches (in chorus). The way is broad, the way is long ■ 
what mad throng is this 1 The fork pricks, the broom 
scratches, the child is stifled, the mother bursts. 

Wizards (half-chorus). We steal along like the snail in 
its house ; the women are all ahead. For in going to 
the Evil One’s house, woman is a thousand steps ahead. 

The Other Half. We do not take that precisely so : 
the woman does it with a thousand steps ; but, howover 
she may hasten, the man does it at a singlo bound. 

Voice (above). Come with us, come with us, from the 
Felsensee ! 

Voice (from below). We should much like to go with you 
aloft. AVe wash, and are thoroughly clean, but also 
eternally barren. 

Both Choruses. The wind is still, the star flies, the 
gloomy moon is fain to hide herself. The magic choir, 
in its whizzing, sparkles forth many thousand sparks. 

Voice (from below). Halt ! Halt ! 

Voice (from above). Who calls there from the rock-cleft 1 

Voice (below). Take me with you ! Take me with you! 
For full three hundred years I have been mounting, and 
cannot reach the summit. I would fain bo with my 
follows. 

Both Choruses. The broom carries, tho stick carries, the 
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4003-4029 


3ft eiutg ciit Oertorner 9Jlnmt. 

$oiDf)c S c (linten). 3d; triple nad), fo taitge Seit; 
S53ic finb bie Stitbern fd;on fo iocit I 
3cf) f)ab’ p $aufe Iciite SItuf)’, 

Unb fomme I;ier bod; nidjt bap. 
eijor see $c*ctt. ®ie ©albe giebt ben §cjen SJtutt; ; 
Sin Sttmpen ift pm ©eget gut, 

Sin gute§ @d;iff ift jcber ®rog ; 

®er ftieget itie, ber I;cut nid;t flog. 

33cit>c Gtjiivc. Unb menu Wir unt ben ©ipfet jiefjit, 
©0 ftreidiet an bent SSobett I;itt, 

Unb bedt bie $eibe meit unb breit 
SJtit eiternt ©d;loarm ber $ejctd;eit ! 

(@ic Inffeit fief? niefccr.) 


4005 


4010 


4015 


braitgt unb ftb&t, ba§ rufcfjt unb 

ffappert I 

®a§ *ifd;t unb quirt t, ba§ gie^t nub ptappert ! 

®a§ Ieud;tet, fpriit;t nub ftiuft ttttb breititt I 
Sitt ioat;re§ ^ejenetement ! 

SKttr feft an tttir ! fonft finb loir gteid; getrennt. 4020 

28 o bift bn ? 

Bnuft (in ber fferite). §ier! 

aneut)ift»i>t)cte8. 2Ba§ ! bort fdjoit fjingcriffcn ? 

®a loerb' id; §au3red;t braud;ett miiffen. 

iptaf; I Quitter SSoInttb fommt. iptaf; I fiifjer fjjfibel, iptaj; I 

•frier, ®ottor, faffe mid) I nub nun, itt Sittent ©afc, 

Safi tins att§ bent ©ebrattg’ eitttueidjen; 4025 

S3 ift ju tod, fogar fur nteineS ©Ieid;ett. 

®ort ttebeit teud;tet luaS mit gang befonbrettt ©d;ein, 

S3 jiet;t mid) ioa3 nad; jeiteit ©traudjen. 

St)omnt, fontnt I 2Bir fdflitpfeit ba I;ineitt. 
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fork carries, the he-goat carries ; he who cannot raise 
himself to-day is a lost man for ever. 

Demi-Witch (below). I have been tripping after for so 
long a time : how far the others are already ! I havo no 
rest at home, and do not get it here either. 

Chorus of Witches. The salve gives courage to the 
witches ; a rag is good for a sail ; every trough is a 
good ship ; he will never fly who flew not to-day. 

Both Choruses. And when wo round the peak, do you 
pass away on the ground, and cover the heath far and 
wide with yonr swarm of witch-hood ! 

{ They let themselves down. ) 

Mephistopheles. There ’s crowding and pushing, there ’s 
rustling and clattering ! There ’s whizzing and twirling, 
there ’s tugging and chattering ! There ’s shining, 
sparkling, and stinking, and burning ! A true witch- 
element ! But close to me ! else we shall be parted at 
once. AVhere are you 1 

Faust (in the distance). Hero ! 

Mephistopheles. What ! carried away yonder already 1 
Then I shall bo obliged to exercise domestic authority. 
Boom ! Squire Voland comes. Boom ! sweet rabblo, 
room ! Hero, Doctor, take hold of mo ! And now, with 
one bound, let us escape from the crowd ; it is too mad 
even for the like of me. Hard by there, something 
shines with a quite peculiar light; something attracts 
me towards those bushes. Come, come ! wo will slip in 
there. 
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gnuft 


ffoitft. ®u ©eift bc3 2Bibeeffieud)3 ! Kite 511 ! ®nmagftmid) 

fugwn- 4030 

3d) beitfe bod), ba§ tone eed)t ftiig gemaegt: 

Sum Srodeit toanbeln loir in ber 2Batfmegi3nad)t, 

Urn utt3 betiebig nun ^iefelbft gu ifolircit. 
aucubiftonocics. ®a fief; nnr, tocfdfc buitte gtammen ! 

@3 ift eiit ntuntrer SHub beifammeit. 4035 

Snt Sleinen ift ntan nid)t atteitt. 

3 mi ft. ®od) beobett ntodjt’ id) tiebee fein ! 

Sdjon fel)’ id) ©lutg nnb SBiebeteancg. 

®ort ftuoint bie Sftcttge gu bent SBbfett ; 

®a mug fieg mand)e3 Kcitgfcl Ibfen. 4 o 4 o 

SBtcf) 0 ifto.f)()cJc 8 . ®od) iitand)e3 Katgfcl tniipft fid) and). 

Sag bn bie geoge SBett nur fnufen I 
Sffiir tuollen gice int (Stiffen I)nnfeit. 

@3 ift bod) taiige geegebead)t, 

®nfi in bee geogen SBclt man tleine SBelten mad)t. 4045 
®a feg’ id) jintge §C£cgeu, nadt nnb blog, 

Unb alte, bie fid) ftng bergiiHen. 

@et)b feennbtid), nue unt meinettoitteit ! 

®ie SJtiig’ ift fteiit, bee ©flag ift geog. 

3d) goee lua3 Don Snftenmenten toueit ; 4050 

SSceflticgt ©efd)itnee I DKait mug fid) beau getobgttett. 

Siomnt wit I fomm ntitl ©3 tann niegt anbeeS fetjn, 

3 cg teet’ geeatt nnb fiigee bieg geeein, 

Unb id) Oeebiitbe bid) auf3 Kctte. 

2Ba3 fagft bit, geeuitb ? ba3 ift fein tleince 9taum. 4055 
®a fieg nue gin ! ®u fiegft ba3 ©nbe taunt. 

©in .fpuitbeet gettee beettnen in bee 3teige ; 

SKan tangt, ntan fd)iuagt, matt tod)t, man teinft, ntan liebt ; 
Knit fage tttie, tuo e3 toa3 Seffee3 giebt? 
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Faust. Thou spirit of contradiction! But go on! thou 
mayst lead me. I think, however, it was right sagely 
done ! We repair to the Brocken on Walpurgis-night— 
in order now, in this place of all others, to isolate our- 
selves of our own accord ! 

Mephistopheles. Only see there, what variegated flames ! 
A lively club is met together. In a small circle one is 
not alone. 

Faust. I would rather be above, though ! Already I see 
fi re and eddying smoko. Yonder streams the multitude 
to the Evil One ; many a riddle must bo untied there. 

Mephistopheles. But many a riddle will be knotted too. 
Just leave the great world to whir; we will abide here 
in peace. Surely, it has long been handed down, that 
in the great world little worlds are made. I see there 
young witches naked and bare, and old ones who 
prudently cover themselves. Be amiable, if only for 
my sake ! The trouble is small, the sport is great. I 
hear something sounding from instruments. Cursed 
jangling ! One must accustom oneself to it. Como 
along, come along! It cannot be otherwise; I shall 
walk on and introduce you hore, and I shall oblige you 
afresh. AVhat say you, friend 1 that is no small space. 
Only look there ! you scarcely see the end. A hundred 
fires are burning in a row ; people are dancing, talking, 
cooking, drinking, loving : now tell me where is there 
anything better 1 
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3nuft. SBiUft bu bid) nitn, unt mtS Ijier einjufitlfren, 4060 
Sits fJauBrer ober ®eufct fn-obucirctt ? 

®ict)t)ift«Df)cic8. 8'bar bin idj feljr gemoljnt, incognito 311 
gefjn; 

®od) tafjt am ©alatag man feinen Drben fctjn. 

©in ShtieBanb geicfmet mid) nid)t auS ; 

®od) ift ber ifSferbefufj f)icr eljrenootl git ftattS. 4065 

©ieljft bu bie ©d)ttcde ba ? ©ic fommt ljerangefrod)en ; 

SJtit iljrcnt taftcubcn ®efid)t 
§at fie mir fcljoit ma§ abgcrod)ett. 

SBentt id) and) mitt, berlaugn’ id) t)ier mid) nid)t. 

Sontitt nur ! SSoit getter geljett mir 311 getter ; 407° 

3 d) Bin ber SBerber nub bu Bift ber greicr. 

(3u etnigen, bie tim bergtimmenbe Jtoljfen fifccn.) 

3 t)r alien fterrtt, ma§ mad)t il)r I)ier am (Snbe ? 

3 d) tobt’ end), menu id) end) I)ii6fd) in ber Sftitte fiinbe, 

58 ott SauS umjirft nub QugenbBrauS ; 

©enug adcitt ift jeber ja 311 §au§. 4°7S 

CJciicvni. SBer mag auf dtationcn traiten l 
SDlatt fjaBe nod) fo Diet fur fie getljan ; 

®eittt Bei bent SSotf, mie Bei ben gratieit, 

©te£)t ininterfort bie Qugenb oBenait. 
aniitiftcr. Qefet 'ft man bon bent 9 led)ten nHgutoeit, 4080 
3d) lobe mir bie gutett Slltcn ; 

®entt freitid), ba mir Sides gaiten, 

®a mar bie rcd)te golbitc 8eit. 

‘Votucnti. 2Bir maren toaljrlid) and) itid)t buntm, 

Unb tfjaten oft, tuaS tuir nid)t fodteit ; 4085 

®od) fejto fetjrt fid) Sides tint nub unt, 

Uttb eBen ba mir’S feft erljalten modteit. 
siuiot. SBer mag tuol)t iiberf)anf)t jefct eitte ©d)rift 
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Faust. To introduce us here, do you mean now to present 
yourself as wizard, or devil ? 

Mephistopiieles. In truth, I am much used to go incog- 
nito; but on a gala-day one shows one’s order. A 
garter does not distinguish mo, but here the cloven foot 
is honourably at home. Do you see the snail there 1 
It comes creeping up; it has already scented out some- 
thing from me with its feeler-face. Even if I would, I 
could not disown myself here. But come ! we will go 
from fire to fire ; I shall be the mediator, and you will 
bo the wooer. 

( To some persons sitting round dying embers . ) 

Old gentlemon, what are you doing here at the extremity 1 
I should commend you if I found you fairly in the midst, 
encircled with riot and youthful turmoil, — why, every 
one is enough alone at home. 

General. AVho can trust in nations, however much one 
may have done for them 1 For with the people, as with 
the women, youth has ever the preference. 

Minister. People at present are all too far from the right; 
for me, I praise the good old ones ; for verily when we 
were all in all, that was the true golden ago. 

Parvenu. AVe, too, wore certainly not stupid, and often 
did what we ought not; but at present everything is 
turning round and round, and just when we wished to 
keep it steady. 

Author. Altogether, who now, pray, wants to read a 
u 


30G 


Sauft 


4089-4117 


S 3 on ntdfjig Hugent ^nijatt tefen 1 
Hub loa§ ba§ liebe jmtge SSotf fictrifft, 

®a§ ift nod; nie fo nafctoeis gelocfen. 
s»ic()i)ifto^t)cic9 (ber aiif eimnal fct)r nit crfcbcint). 

Sum jiingften ®ag fiifjt’ id; ba§ SSoK gcrcift, 

®a id; 511m tefitenmal ben ^ejcnberg erfteige. 

Hub tneil mein gafsd;en triibe tauft, 

©0 ift bie SGSelt and; auf ber 9 teige. 
sttobciijcsc. ©erren, gcl;t nidjt fo Borbei 1 
Safjt bie ©etegentjeit nidjt fal;ren I 
Stufmertfam blictt itadj meiiten SBaarett ! 

©§ ftel)t bnljier gar mandjerlei. 

Hub bod; ift itid|t§ in mcincm Sabctt, 

®em Iciner auf ber (Srbe gteid;t, 

®a§ nidjt einntal gum tiidjt’gen @d;abeu 
®er 9 Jlenfd;en nub ber SSSett gereid;t. 

Sfeitt Sold; ift Ijier, bon bent nid;t 83 tut gcftoffeu, 
tein ®etd;, aug bem fid; nid;t in gang gefmtbeit £eib 4105 
S 3 erjet;reitb IjeifteS ©ift ergoffeit, 

Sfein ©d;ntud, ber nid;t ein liebenSluiirbig SBeib 
fflerfii^rt, fein ©djtuert, baS nid;t ben fflunb gebrodjett, 

Sliest ettoa I;itttcrriid§ ben ©egenntann bitrd;ftod;en. 
SBtc^ijtfto^bcics. gran SMnljme, fie oerfte!;t rnir fd;ted;t bie 
Seiten. 4“o 

©etfjan gefdjefm ! @efd;efin gettjan ! 

SSerteg' fie fid; auf Steuigteiten I 
Sltur Steuigfeiten gietin mt§ an. 

5 nu ft. ®afs id; mid; nur nid;t felbft oergeffe I 
■®>eifj’ id; mir ba§ bod; eitte SDteffe I 
SBtc^i)tftof)!)dc8. ®er gauge ©trubel ftrebt nad; obeit; 

®tt gtaubft gn fd;iebett, unb bu loirft gefdjobett. 


4090 


4095 
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work of moderately wise contents 1 And as regards the 
precious young people, they have never yet been so pert. 

Mephistopheles ( 7 uho all at once appears very old). I feel 
the people ripe for doomsday, as I ascend the witch- 
mountain for the last time ; and because my keg runs 
thick, the world, too, is on the lees. 

Huckster-Witch. Gentlemen, do not go by thus ! Do 
not let the opportunity pass ! Look attentively at my 
wares : there are very many sorts here. And yet in my 
shop, to which none on earth is equal, there is nothing 
that has not redounded, at somo time or other, to the 
great detriment of mankind, and of the world. No 
dagger is here from which blood has not flowed; no 
bowl, from which consumingly hot poison has not poured 
out into some quite healthy body ; no trinket, that has 
not seduced an amiable woman ; no sword, that has not 
broken union,— has not perchance stabbed an adversary 
from behind. 

Mephistopheles. Coz, methinks you ill understand the 
times. What’s done has happened! What has hap- 
pened ’s done ! Apply yourself to novelties. Novelties 
alone attract us. 

Faust. That only I may not forget myself ! This I call a 
fair indeed ! 

Mephistopheles. The whole throng is striving upwards. 
You think to shove, and you are shoved. 
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4118-4143 


B n« ft. SBer ift bemt bag ? 
s»tct)i)iftof)tjctc3. SBctradjtc fie gettait ! 

Sititf) ift bag. 

If n« ft. 23 er ? 

9Jicf)ijtftnf)T>ctc3. Stbantg erfte gran. 

Stimrn biclj in 9 td)t Dor if) rat fdjoitcn gaareit, 

SSor biefcnt ©djiitud, mit bent fie ciitjig fivangt I 
SBettit fie bamit belt jttngen SOtautt crtaugt, 

So tafjt fie iljtt fo batb itidjt micber fafjreit. 

If nu ft. ©a fifjett 3toei, bic 2 ttte mit ber guitgeit ; 

Sie Ijabeit frfjoit mag 3 ledjtg gefpntttgeit ! 
3)2cf>Qtftafii)ctc3. ©ag t)at mm tjeute fciue 9 M)’. 

@g gct)t 311m nciteu ©aitj ; nun toiunt I mir gveifeit 311. 
Ifnuft (mit ber Siingen tanjenb). 

(Siitft t)att’ id) ciueit fd)oiten ©raitnt ; 

©a fat) id) cincit Stpfetbaum, 

Bluet fd)oue Slefifet gtcinsteu bran ; 

©ie reistcit mid), id) ftieg tjiitnu. 
xtc Srfjniic. ®ec Stefjfctdicn begetjrt it)t fefjr, 

Uttb fd)ott bom tparabicfe Ijer. 

93 ott gratbett fiit)t’ id) mid) bcluegt, 

®afj and) mein ©arteit fotd)e trdgt. 
SDiefiijtftofiftcIcS (mit bev Qllten). 

(Shift Ijatt’ id) eiiteit miiften ©ratttit ; 

®a fat) id) ciiteu geffmttiteit S 3 aiint, 

®er Ijatt’ ein — ; 

@0 — eg toar, gefiet mir'g bod). 

$tc ante. 3d) biete meinen befteit ©rufj 
®ent SJtittcv mit bent iJSferbefttfj I 

§att’ et eittett bereit, 

SBenn er itidit fd^ent. 
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Faust. Who, then, is that 1 

Mephistopheles. Mark her well ! That is Lilith. 

Faust. AVho? 

Mephistopheles. Adam’s first wife. Beware of her lovely- 
hair, — of this adornment in which she shines unmatched ! 
When she wins a young man with it, she does not let 
him go again so soon. 

Faust. There sit two, the old ono with the young one ; 
they have already capered famously. 

Mephistopheles. There is no rest to-day for these crea- 
tures. A new dance is beginning. Come, now, let us lend 
a hand ! 

Faust ( dancing with the young one). Onco I had a fair 
dream ; therein I saw an apple tree ; two fair apples 
shone upon it ; they enticed me, I climbed up. 

The Fair One. You crave much for the little apples, and 
from Paradise oven till now. I feel moved with joy 
that my garden aLo bears such. 

Mephistopheles {with the old one). Once I had a wild 

dream ; therein I saw a cleft treo ; it had a ; as 

it was, it pleased me still. 

The Old One. I present my best respects to the knight 

with the cloven foot ! Lot him havo a ready, if 

he does not fear . 
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4144-4171 


‘43 vo 1 1 m> 0 nut ns mi ft. SBerflud^teS SSoIf I tong unterfte^t itjr 
eud; ? 

§at man end; lange nid;t Betoiefen, 4 r 45 

©in ©eift ftefjt nie auf orbentlidjen giigen ? 

91 un tanjt d;r gar, nn§ anbern 3 Renfc£)en gfcicf) I 
$ic ®rt)oitc (tanjeiib). SG Bag mid benn ber auf unfernt Sad? 
Snnft (tnujenb). ©i I ber ift eBeit ii&eratt. 

2 Ba§ Stitbre taiijen, mug er fdjdjjen ; 4 i 50 

Sl'anit er itidjt jebcit ©djritt Bcfdjmfigen, 

©0 ift ber ©djritt fo gut af§ nicfjt gefdjefjn. 

Stm nteifteit drgert ii)u, fobatb toir OoriocirtS gefjn. 

SBenn ifjr end) fo int Slreife brefjen rnodtet, 

SBte er’S in feiner atten aMfjfe tfjut, 4I5S 

®a§ I;ieg’ er aUenfalXS uod) gut ; 

SBefonberS menu it)r ifjn barum Begriigen fodtet. 

‘ 43 vof tofji)nufndmift. 3 >i;r fetjb nod; imuter ba ! Stein, bay ift 
unerfjiirt. 

SBerfcfjtoinbet bod; I SBir IjoBeu ja aufgeffart I 

®a§ ®eufefSpacf, eS fragt nad) feiner dtegcl ! 4 i 6 o 

SBir finb fo ffug, unb beitnodj ffmft’S in ®egel. 

SBie lange fjafi’ id; uidjt am SBafju fjinauSgefefjrt ! 

Unb nie mirb’S rein; ba§ ift bod; unerfjiirt 1 
$ie ©ttiUitc. ©0 f;ort bod; auf, iin§ fjier ju enniitjiren I 
(prof 1 00 0 nit tn Snt tft. Qd; fag’s eud; ©eiftern inS ©efidjt : 4165 
®cit ©eifteSbef|)otiSmu§ feib’ id; nid;t ; 

SKeiit ©eift faun if;u nid;t ej:erciren. 

(@fl roirb fortgctaiijt. ) 

Sent, fef;’ id;, luid mir nicfjts gefiugen ; 

®od; eine dteife nef;m’ id; intmer mit, 

Unb fjoffe nod;, Bor ntciuem fejjteu ©djritt, 

®ie ®eufef unb bie ®icfjter 311 Bejtuingen. 
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Proctophantasmist. Accursed folk ! how dare you 1 Was 
it not long since proved to you that a ghost never 
stands on ordinary feet 1 Now you are even dancing 
away like us other men ! 

The Pair One (dancing). What does he want, then, at 
our ball 1 

Faust (dancing). Oh, he is in fact everywhere ! What 
others dance, he must appraise. If ho cannot talk about 
every step, the step is as good as not made. He is most 
vexed, directly we go forwards. If you would turn in 
a circle, just as he does in his old mill, that perhaps ho 
might yet call good ; especially if you were to ask his 
leave. 

Proctophantasmist. You are still there ! No, that is 
unheard of ! Do vanish ! Wo have, you know, en- 
lightened [the world !] This devil’s pack, it cares for no 
rules. We are so wise — and yet Tegel is haunted ! 
How long have not I been sweeping away at the delu- 
sion ; and it never becomes clean ! That is surely un- 
heard of ! 

The Fair One. Now, do leave off boring us here ! 

Proctophantasmist. I tell you spirits to your face : I 
will not tolerate spirit-dospotism ; my spirit cannot 
exercise it. 

( The dancing goes on.) 

To-day, I see, I shall succeed in nothing ; but anyhow I 
shall avail myself of the opportunity for a journey ; and 
I hopo still, before my last step, to get the better of the 
dovils and the poets. 
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4172-4197 


aneMiftop&'tcg ©r tuirb fidj gtcid; in cine tpfii|;e fc|;en 
®a§ iff bie Strt, lute cr fid; foutagirt, 

Hub menu Stntegel fid; an feinem ©tcig ergegen, 

3ft cr bon ©eiftern unb Don ©eift curirt. 4 

(3u ffanfl, bee mis bem Sanj geti-eten ifl.) 

28a§ Iciffeft bn bag fd;bne Sftabdjeit fat;ren, 

®a§ bir 311111 Sang fo tiebiid; fang ? 

Smift. 2(d;l mitten int ©efange fprang 
©in rottjeS iKangdicn if;r anS bent SDtnnbc. 
ffliciiiiiftonocics. ®a3 ift lung 9tcd;tg| ®a§ nintmt man 
nid;t genan ; 4 , 

©eitng, bie 9Kan§ mar bod; nidjt gran. 

SBer fragt bantadj in ciiter ©d;nferftnitbc ? 

3 an ft. ® aim fat; id; — 


ancftfiiftoDDctca. 2BnS? 

*““**■ 2Jtef>l;ifto, fiel;ft bn bort 

©in btaffeg, fdjflneS Sbittb nileiit nnb feme fteljen ? 

©ie fcfjiebt fid; langfant nnr Dorn Drt, 4l8s 

©ie fd;eint mit gcfdjlofjnen Stiffen 311 getjen. 

3d) muff befemten, baf; mir bciud;t, 

®af) fie bem gnteit @retd;ett gleid;t. 
sDtcftbifionOcrcs. Sag bag nnr fietjn ! ®abei iuirb’g Dtiemanb 
loot)!. 

@3 ift ein Snnbcrbitb, ift lebtog, ein Qbol. 4I9Q 

3f;m 311 begegnen ift nid;t gnt; 

SBom ftarren Slid erftarrt beg 9Kcnfd;en Slut, 

Unb cr mirb faft in ©tein Dcrfet;rt : 

9}on ber SJtcbufe t;aft bn fa gef;ort. 

Smift. giirioal;r, eg finb bie Siugen einer ®obten, 4 i 95 

®ic eine liebeitbe .fjnitb itid;t ftf;(ofj. 

®a3 ift bie 93rnft, bie ©retd;en mir geboten, 
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Mephistopheles. He will forthwith set himself in a 
puddle that is the way in which he solaces himself — 
and when leeches regale themselves on his breech, ho 
is cured of spirits and of spirit. ( To Faust, who has 
quitted the dame.) Why do you forsake the fair maid 
who sang so sweetly to you in the dance 1 

Faust. Ah ! in the middle of the song a little red mouse 
sprang out of her mouth. 

Mephistopheles. That is out of the way ! One is not 
particular about that. Enough, the mouse was, at any 
rate, not grey. AVho cares for such things in a happy 
lover’s hour 1 

Faust. Then I saw — 

Mephistopheles. What 1 

Faust. Mephisto, do you see yonder a pale, fair child, 
standing alone and afar 1 She shifts but slowly from the 
place ; she appears to go with shackled feet. I must own, 
it seems to me that she resembles my good Gretchon. 

Mephistopheles. Just let that alone 1 No good will come 
of it to any ono. It is a magic-form, is lifeless, — a 
phantom. ’Tis not well to meet it ; at its fixed gaze the 
blood of man curdles, and ho is well-nigh turned to 
stone : you have heard, no doubt, of Medusa. 

I AUST. In truth, they are the eyes of a corpse, which a 
loving hand did not close. That is the bosom which 
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4198-4222 


®a§ ift ber fiige Seib, belt id) geitojj ! 
anc(jfiiftoi)i)cic3. ®a3 ift bie ganfierei, bu leicfjt toerfufjrter 
®f)or! 


4200 


4205 


4210 


®eitit Sebcm f omm t fj c lD ; c f e { n £i c 5 ^ en l30r> 
gouft. 2Mdj eiite 2Boitne I SBefd) ciit Seiben I 
Set) fciitn Doit biefent 93tict itid)t fdjeibeit. 

SBic fonberbar ntufj biefen fdjSneit §at§ 

©in einjig rottfeS (Scfmurd^cit fdjntiidett, 

Sftidjt Breiter at§ eiit SDtefferuiden ! 
aNci>t)iftot>i)cic3. (SJaitg rcdfjt ! id) fefj’ c§ eBenfaHS. 

©ie faint bnS .fjnitpt and) unterm Slrnte tragen ; 

®eitn 5}5crfeit§ flat’s ifjr aBgefdjtagen. — 

SJtur immer biefe Siift 311111 SBaljn ! 

®oittm bodi ba§ $iigeld§en fyeratt I 
®ier ift’S fo Iitftig, tuie ini prater ; 

Uitb fjat man ntir’S nid;t aitgetf;ait, 

©0 fet)’ icb tuafyrlid) eiit Sweater. 

SBag gieBt’S bcitit ba ? 

Setutstus. ©teid) fciitgt man luieber an. 

©in iteneg ©tiid, ba§ fe^te ©tiid bon fieBeit ! 4215 

@0 Diet git geben ift attljicr ber 83 rand). 

©in ®ilettant fjat e 3 gefd)rie6en, 

Uitb ®itettanten fpieten'S and). 

SSergeiljt, il)r fjernt, locmt id) bcrfdjluinbc ; 

2Jtidj bifettirt’^, ben SBorljaitg anfjiijieljn. 4220 

ancnniftonbeics. SBemt id) end) auf bent S 3 tod 3 berg fiitbc, 
®a8 finb’ id) gut; bentt ba gefjiirt ifjr Ijin. 
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Gretchon yielded to me ; that is the sweet body which I 
enjoyed ! 

Mephistopheles. There lies the witchcraft, you easily de- 
luded fool! for she appears to every one as his sweetheart. 

Faust. AFhat bliss ! what suffering ! I cannot part from 
that look. How strange that a single red line, no 
broader than the back of a knife, should adorn this fail- 
neck ! 

Mephistopheles. Quite right ! I see it too. 8 110 can also 
carry her head under her arm ; for Perseus has cut it off 
for her. — Perpetually this fondness for delusion ! Do 
come up the hillock ! Here it is as merry as in the 
Prater ; and, if they ’ve not bewitched me, I actually see 
a theatre. AVhat, then, is going on here 1 

Sekvibilis. They will begin again directly. A now piece, 
—the last piece of seven ! It is the custom here to give 
so many. A dilettante has written it, and dilettanti 
also play it. Pardon, gentlemen, if I vanish ! It is my 
dilettante offico to draw up the curtain. 

Mephistopheles. When I find you on the Blocksberg, 
that is what I approve ; for you belong to the place. 
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^Salpurgisnadjisfrcutut 

ofccr 

(Sborotts itn& 'gifimias golSnc /aocbgcU 
Sntermejjo. 

2i)cnicviuciftci'. @entc rufjcit iuir eiuntat, 

2 Jiiebing§ luacEre ©iitjne. 

Sitter 93 crg mtb fcnd)tc§ ©f)at, 

©a§ ift bie gauge Scene I 
© ctotb. ®njj bie .god^eit gotbeit fet), 

SoH’it fnnfjig Qntjr fetjn boriiber ; 

Stbcr ift ber ©treit Dorbci, 

®n 3 ©otbcu ift mir tieber. 
oiici'oit. ©et)b, it)r ©eifter, luo id) bin, 

@0 geigt’S in biefen ©tuitbcn ! 

SDihtig unb bie Sfbitigin, 

@ie finb nnf§ Slleu berbunbett. 
gjmt. St'ontmt ber tfSiid, unb brefjt fid) quer 
Unb }d)teift ben fjnjj im Dleitjeit ; 
fpunbert fmninen tjinterfjer, 

©id) and) ntit ifjnt 311 freuen. 
strict. Strict beiuegt ben ©nng 
3 « fjimmtifd) reinen ©biten ; 

SSiete Srnfjen toclt feiit SHaitg, 

®od) lodt er and) bie ©d)8nen. 
o tier a 11. ©atten, bie fid) Uertrngen loofteu, 
fiernen’8 bon uttS SSeiben ! 
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WALPURGIS-NIGHT’S DREAM 


OR 


OBERON AND TITANIA’S GOLDEN WEDDING 


Intermezzo. 

Manager. To-day we rest for once, the valiant sons of 
Micding. Old mountain and damp dale, — that is the 
whole scenery ! 

Herald. That the wedding may be golden, fifty years 
must he passed; but if the strife is over, that golden 
result is more pleasing to me. 

Oberon. If ye spirits be where I am, show it at this time ; 
the Icing and queen, they are united anew. 

PUCK. When Puck comes and whirls himself across, and 
slides his foot in the dance, a hundred come after, to 
rejoice also with him. 

Ariel. Ariel evokes the song in celestially pure tones ; his 
music allures many ugly faces, but it also allures the fair 
ones. 


Oberon. Spouses who wish to agree, lot them learn from 
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4245 


SBeitit fid; giucic tieben follen, 

S3raudjt man fie ltur git fc^eibett. 

XUaitla. ©djmottt bcr SKann imb gritlt bie gran, 

@0 fajit fie nur beljettbe, 
giilirt mir nadj bcm SUZittag fie, 

Unb iljn on Storbeng ©ttbe. 42SO 

©vdKftcr, XniH (fortissimo). gliegenfdf;naug’ unb SKucfcnnnf’ 
SDZit iEjren Stnbertoanbten, 
grofd; int Snub imb ©rid’ im ©rag, 

®a§ finb bie SKnfifantcit i 

Solo. ©ef)t, ba fomntt ber ®ubetfad I 425S 

©g ift bie ©etfenblafe. 

$iirt ben @d;ttedcfd;nidefd;uacE 
®urd) feiite ftuntpfe SZafe ! 

©cift, bcr fid) crft bubct. ©ptnttenfttfj imb Srfitenbaudj 
Unb gtiigetdjen bem 2Bid;tdjcn I 426o 

Sinar eiu ®t;ierd;cn giebt eg nidjt, 

®od; giebt eg ctit ©ebidjtdjen. 

Gin spsriijcn. Steiner ©dfritt nub Ijobjcr Sprung 
®nrd; $onigtt)au unb ®iifte ; 

3tt)ar bn trippelft mir genung, 426j 

®od) get;t’g nid^t in bie Stifle. 
s»cii B icri«cr iHcifeiiber. gft bag nidjt SJiagferabeufpott ? 

©ott id; ben Stugen trnuen ? 

Dberon, ben fdjfinett ©ott, 

Stud; I;eute tjier ju fdjauen ! 4270 

Dctiioboj. Seine Stinnett, fcinen ©djluatij ! 

®od; bteibt eg attfier ghieifet, 

©0 tuie bie ©fitter ©ried;entaubg, 

@0 ift and; er eiti ®eufel. 

sworbifdicr Siinftier. SBog id; ergreife, bag ift ijeut 
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us both ! If two are to love each other, you need only 
separate them. 

Titania. If the husband sulks, and the wife is capricious, 
do but seize them nimbly • convey mo her to the South, 
and him to the extremity of the North. 

The whole Orchestra ( fortissimo ). Snout of fly and noso 
of gnat, with their kindred, frog in the leaves and cricket 
in the grass, — they are the musicians. 

Solo. See, there comes the bagpipe ! It is the soap-bubble. 
Hear the Sehnccke-schnickc-schnack through its snub- 
nose ! 

Spirit that is just growing into shape. Foot of spider, 
and paunch of toad, and winglets for the little wight ! 
True, it will not make an animalcule, but it will make a 
little poem. 

A Little Couple. Little stop and high spring, through 
honey-dew and exhalations ; truly you trip it enough 
for me, yet you don’t get into the air. 

Inquisitive Traveller. Is not that masquerading 
mockery? Am I to trust my eyes? To see the 
beauteous god Oberon here to-day too ! 

Orthodox. No claws, no tail ! Yet it remains beyond 
doubt that, even as the gods of Greece, so ho too is a 
devil. 

Northern Artist. What I take in hand to-day is truly 
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gurloafer nuv ffisaenlueife ; 

®od) id; Dereite mid; bei 3cit 
Sur 3 tafian’fd;cn 3 teife. 
spiitift. 3 ftf;l mein Ungfitcf fiifjrt mid; feer : 

SBie nrirb nicfet feier gefnbert ! 42S , 

Utib non bent gniyeit ^ej-'enijeet 
@inb jineic itnr gefnibert. 

S““Be •‘pci'c. ®er ifSitber ift, fo tuic ben 9 tocf, 
giiv nit’ nttb graue SBeibdjen ; 

®rum fife’ id; nadt nnf meinent S 3 od, 42S: 

Unb jeig’ eitt berbeS Seibtf;ett. 
tmotroiic. 28 ir fenbeit 511 Diet SebcitSart, 

Unt feicr mit cud; 311 mnufeu; 

®od> feoff’ id;, Jodt ifer juttg nub gart, 

@0 toie ifer fefeb, nerfnufeu. 4290 

EnOcUiuctftcc. gKegenfcfenauj’ nub SKiicfennaf’, 

Umfcfeloarmt ntir nid;t bie dtadte ! 
grofefe im Snub nub ©rid’ im ©rag, 

©0 bfeibt boefe and; int ®ncte I 

aoinbfnftnc (nad; ter einen ©eite). ®efet(fd;aft, luie man mint- 
fd;en fann ! 429S 

SBaferfeaftig, fauter 93 rciute ! 

Unb gunggefeden, dKann fiir Smaun, 

®ic feoffnuuggOodfteu Sente! 

smiutfat,«c (and; ter anbern @eitc). Unb tfeut fid; nid;t ber 
S 3 oben auf, 

©ie Side 311 Oerfd;tiugeit, 430O 

©0 tuid id; mit befeeubent Sauf 
©feid; itt bie §Sde fferiugett. 

* cute 11. Slfg Jgnfecteit fittb luir bn, 

2Kit tfeinen fd;arfett ©cfeereit, 
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only sketch-wise, but I am preparing betimes for the 
Italian journey. 


Purist. Ah ! my ill-fortune brings mo hither : what dis- 
sipation is there not here ! And of the whole host of 
witches, only two are powdered. 


Young Witch. Powder, as well as the petticoat, is for old 
and grey little women; therefore, I sit naked on my 
he-goat, and show a strapping little body. 


Matron. We have too much good-breeding to sulk with 
you here; but I hope, young and delicato as you are, 
you will rot. 

Band-Conductors. Snout of fly and nose of gnat, swarm 
me not about the naked one ! Frog in the leaves and 
cricket in the grass, pray, keep you also in time ! 

WEATHERCOCK ( pointing in one direction). Company as 
good as one could desire ! Truly, nothing but female 
aspirants for matrimony! And bachelors, man for man, 
the hopefullcst people ! 

Weathercock ( pointing in the other direction ). And if the 
ground does not open to swallow them all up, with a 
quick run I will jump immediately into hell. 

Xenien. We are here as insects, with little sharp nippers, 

X 
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©atan, unfern §errtt ^apa, 4305 

Stad; SBurbeii 511 bereljren. 

$cn«iitfl8. ©ef;t, inie fie in gebrangter ©d;aar 
Stain jufantmen fd^crjen I 
Sint (Sitbc fageit fie ttod; gar, 

©ie flatten gate §erjcn. 43 io 

smufnact. 3d) mag in biefent §cj:eut;eer 
SOtid; gar jit gent berfieren ; 

®eitit freittd; biefc Initfit’ id; ef;’r, 

Sff§ SJhtfen aitjitfufjreit. 

Ci-devant ©cuius net 3 cit. SJiit redjtcit Seuten Itiirb man 

ma§. 4315 

(ifomm, faffe meiiteit Styfcf 1 

®er 33fod§6erg, luic ber bentfdje $arnafj, 

§at gar cineit Breiteit ©ififct. 

yicunicviflcv otcifcnbcr. ©agt, hiie fjeifjt ber fteife SJtamt ? 
(Sr gef;t mit ftofjcn ©Written ; 432 o 

(Sr fdjitobert, loa§ er fd;nofient faun. 

„ (Sr fpiirt itad; Qefnitcit." 
rtinnirf). 3u bent S'tarcit ntag id; gent 
Uitb and) int ®riif)cn fifdjcit ; 

®arunt fefjt iljr ben frontmen §ernt 4525 

©id; and) mit ®enfefit mifdjen. 
iOcttftub. Qa, fiir bie gromiiten, gfauBet ntir, 

3ft atle§ eiit S8el;ifef ; 

©ic Bdbett anf bent 83 (od 3 berg f;ier 
©ar maitd;e§ (Sonoentifef. 4330 

SHitjet. ®a fommt ja lt)o(;f eiit neiteS (SI;or? 

3d; I;iire feme ®romiitcfit. 

Slur nngeftBrt I (S 3 fiitb im Stofjr 
®ie ltnifoneit ®omme(n. 
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to honour Satan, our worshipful papa, according to his 
dignity. 

Hennings. See how, in crowded troop, they jest naively 
together ! In the end, they will e’en say, they had good 
hearts. 

Musaget I am all too willing to lose myself in this host 
of witches ; for, truly, I should know hotter how to 
manage thoso than Muses. 

Ci-Devant Genius of the Age. With proper people, one 
is appreciated. Come, take hold of my skirt! The 
Blocksberg, like the German Parnassus, has a very 
broad top. 

Inquisitive Traveller. Say, what is the name of the 
stiff man ? Ho walks with proud stops. Ho snuffles at 
everything ho can snufflo at. ‘He is scenting out 
Jesuits.’ 

Crane. I like to fish in the clear, and also in the turbid ; 
therefore you see the pious gontleman consorting oven 
with devils. 

Worldling. Ay, for the pious, believo me, everything is 
an instrument ; they form full many a conventiclo hero 
upon tho Blocksberg. 

Dancer. Here is surely a new choir coming 1 I hear 
distant drums. But don’t bo disturbed ! It is tho 
unisonous bitterns in tho reeds. 
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$nit jmctftcr. SBic Qebcr bod) bic Seine tnpft, 

©id;, luie er fmnt, ^eraitSgie^t I 

Ser ffrumme fpringt, ber puntpe fjnpft, 

Unb fragt nid)t, luie e§ mt§fie()t. 

Sibcicv. ®a§ tjajjt fid) fd)luer, ba§ Suntpenfmcf, 

Unb gab’ fid) gern bag 9Jcftd)cn ; 

©3 cint fie fyier ber ®nbctfad, 

SBic DrfjfjeuS’ Seier bie Seftjcn. 

$onmntif cr. 3d) taffe mid) nidjt irrc fcfjrei’n, 

9lid)t bnvd) ffritif nod) Sineifel. 

Set- ®eufet ninfi bod) etioa§ fetjn ; 

SBie gtib’g beitn fonft nud) SEenfcI ? 

34>caiift. ®ie ipfiantafie in nteincnt ©inn 
3ft bieSmnt gar 511 Ijerrifd) : 

Siirloatjr tuenn icf) bag atleg bin, 

©0 bin id) fyente ncirrifd). 
iNcatift. ®a§ SSefeit ift mir rcdjt jur Onat 
Unb mnjj ntidj bafj Uerbriegen ; 

3d) ftelje I)ier pm crftenmat 
Stiicfit feft aitf meincn giifjen. 

SiHjcmatiivaiift. SJiit Oiet SSergitiigcit bin id) ba 
Unb frene mid) mit bicfeit ; 

®emt non ben ®enfelit famt id) ja 
9tnf gate ©eifter fd)(iefjcn. 

sfcnttfev. ©ic getjn ben Slammdjeit anf ber ©fjnr, 
Unb gfanb'n fid) nat) bent ©djajje. 

9tnf ®enfet reimt ber Sioeifet nnr ; 

®n bin id) red)t am iptajjc. 

KnocKiuciftcr. grofd) im 2aub nnb ©rid’ im ©rag, 
93erftnd)te ®itettanten ! 
gKegenfd§nanj’ nnb OTdennaf’ 
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Dancing-Master. How each, to bo sure, lifts his legs !— 
gets on as best he can ! The crooked jumps, the heavy 
hops, and asks not how it looks. 

h iddler. The pack of ragamuffins ! they hate one another 
thoroughly, and would fain give one another the finish- 
ing blow ! The bagpipe unites thorn here, as Orpheus’ 
lyre the boasts. 

Dogmatist. I shall not lot myself be put out, either by 
criticism or doubt. Tho devil, though, must be some- 
thing ; for how olso should thero bo devils 1 

Idealist. Phantasy, this time, is much too masterful in 
my mind: verily, if I be all that, I must bo crazy 
to-day ! 


Realist. Entity is a regular plague to mo, and must 
needs vox me much. I stand hero, for the first time, not 
firm upon my feet. 

Supernaturalist. I am here with much pleasure, and 
am delighted with these ; for, from devils, I can surely 
draw conclusions as to good spirits. 

Sceptic. They follow the track of the little flames, and 
believe themselves near the treasure. Doubt alone 
rhymes to devil ; therefore I am in the right place. 

Band-Master, b rog in the leaves, and cricket in tho grass, 
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ipr fetjb bod) 9Kufifanten l 
®ic ©ctooiibtcii. ©attSfouci, fo fjcifit bag §ccr 
Son Iitfiigett ©efdjityfen; 

Sliif belt pjjett gcljt’3 itid;t ttteljr, 

®ntnt gel)tt loir ouf belt Sfo^fen. 

$tc UniicTjiiif tirficit. ©onft IjaBett Juir ntandjen 
fdjranjt, 

9iun abcr ©ott Befotjtcn ! 

Uttfere @d;uf;c fittb burdjgetanjt, 

Sffiir laufeit auf uacfteit ©ofjlcn. 

Svcttrfjtcv. Sou bent ©untfife fommcit tuir, 
SBoraug loir erft cutffmtbcn; 

®od; fiitb tuir glcid) im SReiljcn fjicr 
®ic gtanjeitben ©alanteit. 
stcviifrfiu Sltt§ ber $bf;e fdjofi id; fjer, 

3nt ©terit> mtb puerfdfeiite, 

Siege nun int ©rafe gner : 

SBer Ijilft ntir auf bie Seine ? 

$u soinffiucit. ip(aj) nub ip(aj) ! nub riugSfjerum l 
©0 grip bie ©rcisdjen nieber ; 

©eifter fontnten, ©eifter aud;, 

©ie Ijaben vtuutfie ©tieber. 
tptt*. ®rctct uidjt fo ntaftig auf, 

SGSie ©Icpljantenfnl&er I 
Hub ber ffSIunifift' att biefeut ®ag 
©cl; fpucf, ber ®crbe, felber I 
ati'tct. ®nb bie tiebeube Slatur, 

©af> ber ©eift end; Piiget, 

S-otget tneiiter tcid)teu ©pur, 

Sluf jum SRofeufjugel ! 

Dvdjcftcc (pianissimo). SSJolfeitJUg Uttb Siebctffor 
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accursed dilettanti ! Snout of fly and nose of gnat, you 
are fine musicians ! 

The Adroit Ones. Sans souci — that is the name of the 
host of merry creatures ; there is no longer any walking 
upon feet, therefore wo walk upon our heads. 

The Awkward Ones. In times past, we have sponged 
many a morsel, but now adieu ! Our shoes are danced 
through ; wo run on bare soles. 

Will-O'-The-Wisps. We come from the swamp out of 
which we first sprang ; yet here we are at onco, glitter- 
ing gallants, in the dance. 

Shooting Star. From on high shot I hither in star-and- 
fire-gleam ; I am now lying awry in the grass : who will 
help mo up on my legs 1 

The Massive Ones. Eoom, and room, and round-about ! 
So down go the grass-blades. Spirits are coming, but 
spirits as they aro, they have clumsy limbs. 


Puck. Troad not so heavily, like elephant-calves ! And 
the clumsiest on this day bo Puck, the stout, himself. 

Ariel. If loving naturo gave, if the spirit gave you 
wings, follow my light track up to the hill of roses ! 

Orchestra ( pianissimo ). Train of clouds and gauze of 
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©rljcllcn fief) bon often. 

Suft im Snub uitb SBittb int fRofjr, 
Uitb 3llle§ ift gerftoften. 


SCr iift er Sag. 

Sftft. 

Irnuft. aJicO(ilfto(j()ctcc*. 

3 nu ft. 

8m ffileub I aSerjIuctfelub ! ©rbcirmtid; nttf ber CSrbc 
Inugc berirrt unb nun gefangen 1 Site SOUffetpterin im 
Verier 311 entfe|lid;eu Qunlcti eingefprrt, bn§ l;olbe, un» 
fetige ©efdjpf 1 S 3 te baljin ! baljin ! — SBerrcitljerifdjer, 
nidjteloiirbigcr ©cift, unb baS l;nft bn ntir bcrfjcintlid;t ! — 
10 ©tefj nur I ftel; ! SBalge bie teuffifdjcit Slugen tngrint* 
ntcitb im ®oftf pram ! ©tel; unb trap ntir burdj beiue 
uitcrtrdglid;e ©egentbart ! ©efaitgcit ! Sm unloieberbrittg= 
lidjett Gclenb I S 3 ofett ©ciftern iiftergeftett nub ber ridjiett= 
ben gefiiljllofen SJteufdjtjcit ! Unb mid; miegft bn inbefj 
in abgefd;iitndteu 3erftreuungen, bcrbirgft ntir il;rcit 
is tbadjfenben Sommer nub teiffeft fie tjiilfloS berberben ! 

Sbtcfiltiftotiticlcs!. 

6ie ift bie erfte nidjt, 

3 mi ft. 

no $uub I abfdjeulidjeS Uutl;ier ! — SBnuble ip, bn un» 
cnblid;er ©eift ! tunuble ben SEBurm tuieber in feiuc §ttnb§‘ 
geftalt, tuie cr fid; oft uod;ttidjer SBeife gefiel, bor ntir 
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mist brighten from on high. Air in the leaves and 
wind in the reed, and all is scattered. 


Gloomy Day. A Plain. 

Faust. Mephistopheles. 

Faust. In misery ! Despairing ! Having long wandered 
pitiably on the earth, and now imprisoned ! Shut up as 
a malefactor in a dungeon, a prey to terrible tortures, — - 
the gracious, hapless creature ! Unto that it has come ! 
to that ! — Treacherous, worthless spirit, and this thou 
hast concealed from mo ! Stand, then — stand ! Eoll 
round the devilish eyes fiercely in thy head ! Stand, and 
brave mo with thy unbearable presence ! Imprisoned ! 
In irretrievable misery ! Delivered over to evil spirits, 
and to condemning, unfeeling man ! And me meanwhile 
thou lullcst with absurd dissipations, concealest from me 
her growing wretchedness, and leavest her to perish 
helplessly ! 


Mephistopheles. She is not the first. 


Faust. Dog ! abominable monster ! — turn him, thou In- 
finite Spirit ! turn the reptile again into his dog’s shape, 
in which he was often pleased by night to trot beforo 
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gerptrotten, bent garmtofen SBanberer Dor bxc giige p 
fodern ttitb fid) bent niebcrftursenbert mtf bie ©cfjuttern 
25 p gaitgen ! SBnttbl’ i§it inicber in feine Sieblinggbitbuitg, 
bag er Dor mir ittt ©mtb mtf bem Sand) frieze, id) 
tfjtt tnit gitgctt trcte, ben Sertoorfnett ! — ®ic crfte uid)t ! 
— Santtttcr ! gammer! bon feitter SJfenfdjcnfcele 511 faffctt, 
bag titegr afe Sin ©cfdpgf itt bie ®iefc biefeS ©teubeg 
30 berfanf, bag nid;t bag erfte genugtgnt fur bie ©tfplb 
ader iibrigeu, itt feitter minbettbeit Sobeguotg bor bett 
8lttgett beg ctbig Serjcifjettben ! Sdir luiigtt eg Sdnrf ttttb 
Sebctt bitrtf), bag Gdettb bicfer eingigett ; bn grittfcft ge= 
laffett iiber bag ©cgidfat bon Kaufeitbeit gin ! 

35 S»tct)f)iftob()Clc«. 

9 lun fittb loir fd)oit lniebcr ait ber ©range mtferg 
SBigcg, ba too end) SJZettfd^en ber ©inn iiberfdpafpt. SSnrunt 
mad)ft bit ©enieiufdpft tnit ung, tnentt bu fie iticgt bnrdj= 
fitgren fannft? SBidft fticgcn ttub bift bornt ©dgoiubet 
4 ° nicgt ficger? ®rnngcn loir img bir auf, ober bit bid) 
mtg ? 

So uft. 

gtetfdjc beitte gefragigett gcigite mir nidjt fo entgegen! 
Sdtir cfctt’g I — ©roger, gerrtidjer ©eift, ber btt mir 511 
45 crfdjciitett loiirbigteft, ber bit ittciit §erj fcitncft nnb tneitte 
Secle, Ibarnnt mt ben ©dpitbgcfcden mid) fdjmiebeit, 
ber fid) mtt ©d)nbeit toeibet nnb mt SSetberbett fid) Icgt? 

sbtcbbiftobbctcs. 

©nbigft bit ? 

5° Sr a lift. 

dtette fie I ober meg bir I ffiett graglidgfteu gtud) iiber 
bicg auf gagrtaufenbe I 
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mo, to roll before the feet of the harmless wanderer, and 
hang upon his shoulders when he fell. Turn him again 
into his favourite form, that he may crouch before mo 
on his belly in the sand, that I may tread him under foot, 
the reprobate ! — Not the first ! — Woe ! Woo ! not to ho 
conceived by any human soul, that more than ono crea- 
ture should sink into the depth of this misery, — that the 
first did not atone, before the eyes of the Ever-pardoning, 
in its writhing death-agony, for the guilt of all the rest ! 
It harrows up my marrow and my life, — the misery of 
this single ono : thou art grinning away calmly at the 
fate of thousands ! 

Mephistopheles. Now we are already at our wits’ ends 
again, — there, whero the mind of you men snaps over. 
Why entorost thou into fellowship with us, if thou canst 
not carry it through t Wilt fly, and art not securo 
against dizziness 1 Did we force ourselves on thee, or 
thou thyself on us 1 

Faust. Show not thus thy ravonous teotli at me ! It fills 
me with loathing ! Great, glorious Spirit, thou who 
didst deign to appear to mo, thou who knowost my heart 
and my soul, why fetter mo to this base companion, who 
feeds on mischief, and revels in destruction 1 

Mepiiistopheles. Hast dono 1 

Faust. Save her, or woe to thee ! Tho fearfullest curse 
on thee for thousands of years ! 
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arccMiftoMctcs. 

3d) !amt bie 93attbe be§ SJadjcrS nid)t fbfett, fciuc 
55 diiegel nidjt Bffnen. — SRette fie I — SSJcf mar’s, ber fie 
ins SScrberbcn ftiirjte ? 3d) ober bu ? 

(Srdiifi Ijlicft h>Kt) uniter.) 

©reifft bu nadj bent ©cutter? 2 Bof)t, bafj er end) 
eleitbctt ©terblidjett uid)t gegebett marbl ®ett tutfdmlbig 
60 ©ntgeguenben 311 jerfdjmetteru, ba§ iff fo ©tjraunenart, 
fid) in S 8 erlegeur)eifen Suft ju ntad)ett. 

Snu ft. 

SBrittge mid) I)in ! ©ie foil frei feljtt ! 

ancntjiftonttcics. 

6 s Hub bie ©efatjr, ber bu bid) ausfcfjeft? SBiffe, tied) 
liegt auf ber ©tabt SSIittfc^uIb Doit bcittcr §attb. Ucber beS 
©rfdjlageitett ©tcitte fd)lue 6 ett riidjeubc ©eiftcr uttb fauertt 
auf bett mieberfefjreitbeit SKorbcr. 

Sau ft. 

7 o 3 iod) baS cott bir? iDiorb uttb ©ob eitter 28e(t iiber 
bid) Uitgcfjcitcr ! giiljre mid) [)itt, fag' id), uttb befrei' 
fie I 

3d) fiifjrc bid), uttb tuaS id) tf)im fatttt, fjore ! ,£abe 
75 id) ode 3Wad)t im $imiuct ttitb auf ©rbett ? ®e3 ©fjiirmcrS 
©iintc l»id id) untnebefn; bemad)tigc bid) ber ©djluffct 
uttb fittjre fie IjcrattS mit ajjcttfdfjeit^aub ! 3dj tuadje; 
bie Sottberftferbe finb bereit, id) entfiifjre end). ®a§ 
bertttag id). 

San ft. 

80 9tuf unb babott I 


Gloomy Day. A Plain 
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Mephistopheles. I cannot loosen the avenger’s bonds, 
cannot undo his bolts. — Save her ! — Who was it that 
plunged her into ruin t I, or thou 1 

(Faust looks wildly round.) 

Wilt thou grasp after the thunder 1 Well that it was 
not given to you miserable mortals ! To dash to pieces 
one who replies innocently, that is the tyrant’s way of 
relieving oneself in embarrassments. 

Faust. Take me thither ! She shall be free ! 

Mephistopheles, And the danger to which thou wilt ex- 
pose thyself 1 Know, the guilt of blood, from thy hand, 
still lies upon the town. Avenging spirits hovor ovor 
the place of tho slain, and lie in wait for the returning 
murderer. 


Faust. That, too, from thee! Murder and death of a 
world upon thee, monster ! Conduct me thither, I say, 
and free her 

Mephistopheles. I will conduct thee; and what I can 
do, hear ! Have I all power in heaven and on earth 'I 
I will cloud the warder’s senses ; do thou possess thyself 
of tho keys, and lead her forth with human hand ! I 
will watch. Tho magic-horses aro ready; I will bear 
tlieo off. That is in my power. 


Faust. Up and away ! 
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Staifit. 

£>ffeit ffelb. 

Snuft, ancf)T)lftot>tjctc8, nuf fetyoarjcn SJferbtn ba$ev6r<uiftnb. 

3 nii ft. 2Ba§ tocbeu bie bort unt bctt 3ta6eitftein ? 
fotcfjrjiftofjocics. SBeifj nid;t, tuag fie todjcn unb fdjciffcti. 44 oo 
Snuft. ©d;luebcu ouf, fdjtoefiett afi, neigeit fid;, Bcitgcn fid;. 
s»t c f> 0 1 ft 0 v 0 c le 3. (Sine .ficji'eitjuitft. 

Snuft. ©ie fii'citcit mtb toeitjen. 
ivtcvOiftopoeicd. SSorbci! SBorbei! 


Setter. 

Snuft (mit einem Sunb ©dfluffet unb einer Jfnmbe, uor einem 
ciferneit ®l)urrt;eti). 

2Jtidj faf;t ein langft enttoofjnter ©djauer, 4405 

®er SRenfdjljeit gmtscr jammer fafjt midj an. 

§ier luoljnt fie, Winter biefer feud;ten 3Rnuer, 

Unb ifjr S 3 er 6 red;eu tuar eiit guter S8af;tt ! 

®u gnuberft, 3:1 i(;r 311 getjen ! 

®u fiird;teft, fie loiebersufefien ! 44TO 

Sort I ®eiit 3«gen siigert beit ®ob [;ernu. 

( (St ttjjrelft bai ©c^fog. Si flngt imoenbig . ) 

SReiue SDtutter, bie ,fjur', 

®ie mid; umgebrnd;t tjat ! 

SJteiit SSatcr, ber ©d;etm, 

®cr mid) geffett Ijat ! 44IS 

SRein ©djioefterleiit fleiit 
§u6 auf bie 99 ein’ 


Open Country 
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Night. Open Country. 

Faust, Mephistopheles, rushing along on black horses. 

Faust. What are they doing yonder round the Raven- 
stone 1 

Mephistopheles. Don’t know what they are cooking and 
making. 

Faust. They ’re waving up, waving down, bending, stoop- 
ing. 

Mephistopheles. A witches’ guild. 

Faust. Thoy strew and consecrate. 

Mephistopheles. On! on! 


Dungeon. 

Faust (with a bunch of keys and a lamp, before a small iron 
door). A long unwonted shudder seizes me ; the whole 
wretchedness of mankind fastens on me. Here she 
dwells, behind those damp walls, and her crime was a 
good illusion ! Thou delayest to go to her ! Thou 
fearest to soo her again ! On ! Thy shrinking draws 
death near. 

(He takes hold of the lock. Singing within.) 

‘ M y mother, the whoro, who has killed me ! My father, 
the rogue, who has eaten me ! My little sistor laid the 
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Sin eiitem liitjlen Drt ; 

®n toarb eiit fdjbneg SBatbOogetein ; 
gtiege fort, ftiege fort I 4420 

Smift (aiiffdffiejjenb). ©ie aljitet uidjt, bajj bcr ©cticbte laufdjt, 
®ie Sbctten fttrrert IjBrt, bag ©trof), bag raufdjt. (@t tvitt ein.) 
soinrflntctc (fid) mtf belli Sager »cr6ergenb). 

SBef) ! SBelj I ©ie fommen. SSittrer ®ob 1 
Snuft (teife). ©tiff! ©tiff! Stf) lomiitc, bid) gu befreieit. 
iWatnarcte (fid; Oor ifytt tjimoatjcnb). 

S 3 ift bn eiit fffteitfd), fo fiiljte meine Slot!) ! 4425 

3 mi ft. ®u toirft bie SEadjter aug bem ©d)tafc fd)rcien ! 

(®c fa fit bie .fatten, fie aufjufcfjlicfjen.) 

iMnvaiirctc (auf bca Jfitieeu). SGSer Ijat bir §cnfcr biefc 9 Jiad)t 
Ueber mid) gegebett ! 

®n fjolft mid) fdjoit urn SJlitternadjt. 

Srbarnte bid) unb lafi mid) febcit ! 4430 

3ft’g morgen friif) itid)t geitig genung ? 

(Ste ftef;t auf.) 

S 3 iu id) bod) nod) fo Jung, fo jmtg ! 

Unb foff fdjoit fterben ! 

©djiin toar id) and), unb bag luar mein SBcrberbeit. 

Staff mar ber greunb, nun ift er tueit ; 4435 

Serriffen liegt ber Smug, bie ©lumen gerftreut. 
gaffe midj nid^t fo getoaltfam ait ! 

©cfjoue mic^ ! SBag f)ab' id) bir getf)an ? 

Safi mid) uidjt bergebeitg ftcfjeu ! 

.gab' idj bic§ bod) mein’ ®age nid)t gcfefieu ! 4440 

3 mi ft. SBerb’ id) ben Summer iiberfteljen ! 
smneaiirete. Qd) bin nun gang in beiner Sftadjt. 

Safi mid) uur erft bag Stiub nod) tranfeit I 
3d) fiergt’ eg biefe gauge 9 iadjt ; 
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bones in a cool place. There I became a beautiful little 
woodbird : fly away, fly away ! ’ 

Faust ( unlocking ). She divines not that her lover listens, 
hears the chains clank, the straw that rustles, (He 
enters.) 

MARGARET ( hiding herself on the pallet). Woe ! AVoe ! 
they come. Bitter death ! 

Faust (softly). Hush ! Hush ! I como to free thee. 

Margaret (rolling herself before him). If you are a man, 
feel for my distress ! 

Faust. Thou wilt cry the guard out of his sloop ! 

(He seises the chains to unlock them . ) 

Margaret (on her knees). Who has given you, executioner, 
this power over me 1 You come already for me at mid- 
night. Bo merciful, and let me live ! Is not to-morrow 
morning soon enough 1 (She stands up.) 

And I am still so young, so young 1 and am to die already ! 

I was fair, too, and that was my undoing ! My friend 
was near — ho is far now. Torn lies the wreath, scattered 
tho flowers. Seize mo not so roughly ! Spare me ! 
What have I done to you 1 Let mo not implore in vain ! 
Why, I havo not seen you before in my life ! 

Faust. Shall I outlivo this misery 1 

Margaret. I am now wholly in your power ; only let me 
first suckle the child ! I pressed it to my heart this 
V 
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©ie nal;nten mit’g, unt mid; 311 franfen, 4445 

Unb fageit mm, id; ptt’ eg mitgetirad;t. 

Uub niemolS lucrb’ id; nricbcr frofj. 

@ic fiitgcit Sicbct auf mid; ! ©g iff bog Don ben Seutcu ! 

(Silt nttcS Sftiifjrdjen cubigt fo ; 

SBSer ticifjt fie’g beaten ? 445° 

3 it it ft (mitft fid) nicbct). ©in Siebenbet liegt bit 311 Stiffen, 

®ie 3ammctfncd;tfd;nft auf3ufd;Iieffeit. 
sotnvflncctc (roitft ftd; 311 it;m). 

0 lafj int§ fttieit, bie .fpeit’geu anjurufen ! 

©icf; ! unter biefen ©tufcn, 

tinier bet ©djlucHe 4455 

©icbct bie Ipblle I 
®er S8Bfe, 

SJtit futditbarem ©rintnte, 

Sftad;t eitt ©etofe ! 

San ft (taut). ©tetd;en! ©retd;eit! 440° 

lytafflavetc (aufmetffam). ®ag iuar beg greunbeg ©timme! 

(@ic fpringt auf; bic J?cttcn fallen ab.) 

2Bo ift er ? 3d; I;ab' it; it rttfen tjiiren. 

3d; bin frei ! SJiit fod Slicmanb ludjteit. 

Sin feineu fmlg tuill id; fliegen, 

Slit feinem SBufcit liegeit 1 4465 

©t rief : ©retdjen ! ©r ftaub anf bet @d;luelle! 

SJIittcu burd;'g §euleu unb SHafificu bet fjblle, 

®urd; ben gtimmigen, teuflifdjen §ot)u, 

©rlaunt’ id; ben fiiffeit, ben liebeubeit ®on. 

San ft. 3c& bin’s I 447° 

sstavontete- ®u bift’31 0 fag’ eg nod; einmatl 

(3b« faffenb.) 

©r ift’g I ©t ift'g I 2BoI;in ift atle Dual ? 
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whole night. They took it from me to vex mo, and 
now say, I had killed it. And never again shall I he 
happy. They sing songs about me— it is wicked of the 
people ! An old tale ends so — who bids them apply it 1 

Faust (flings himself down). A lovor lies at thy feet, to 
unloose the thraldom of thy woe. 

Margaret (flings herself beside him). Oh lot us kneel, to 
call upon the saints ! See under these stops, under the 
threshold, hell is seething ! The Evil One, with fearful 
fury, is making a din ! 

Faust (aloud). Gretchcn ! Gretchen ! 

Margaret (attentively). That was my friend’s voice ! 

(She springs up ; the chains fall off. ) 

Where is ho 1 I heard him call. I am free ! Nobody 
shall hinder me. I will fly to his nock, lio on his 
bosom ! Ho called 1 Gretchen ! ’ Ho stood on the 
threshold. Through the midst of tho howling and 
gnashing of hell, through tho grim, devilish scoffing, 

I know tho sweet, the loving tone again ! 

Faust. ’Tis I ! 

Margaret. ’Tis thou ! Oh say it once moro ! (Clasping 
him.) ’Tis ho ! ’Tis he ! Whither is all torment 1 
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SSoljiit bie Slitgft beg SerferS ? ber K'etten ? 

Sit bift’S ! fomntft mic^ 311 retteit I 
3d) bin gevettet ! — 

@d;ott ift bie ©trafje toieber ba, 4475 

2Iitf ber icfj bid) 311m erftenmate fat;, 

Unb ber fjciterc ©arten, 

23o id) nub 9Jlartf;e beiner marten. 

3o«ft (fortflrebenb). fiommmitl Siommmitl 

2.'io vna t etc. 0 Incite ! 

SCBeil’ id) bod; fo gent, iuo bu tueiteft. 4480 

(Cicfcfofenb.) 

3 on ft. (Site 1 
SScttit bu uid;t cifeft, 

SBerbett ttrir’g tf;cuer biifjeu iiiiiffcit. 
smovflovctc. SBie? Sit fnituft nicfjt metj v fitffen ? 

SDiettt grettttb, fo furs bott wit entfernt, 4485 

Uttb Ijaft’g Stiffen Uerlerttt ? 

SBarum luirb nttr ait betttettt $atfe fo bang ? 

2 Bemt fottft non beittett SCBorlett, beitten SSfidett 
©in gaitjer $immel mid; uberbraitg, 

Unb bu mid; fiifjteft, afg lnolltcft bit mid; erfiidett. 4490 
Siiffe ntid; I 
@ouft filff id; bid; I 

(©ic umfrtfit if;n.) 

0 mel; ! beitte Sififtcu fittb fait, 

©ittb ftuntm. 

SBo ift beitt Siebett 4495 

©eblieben ? 

SCSer brad;te mid; brunt ? 

(Sic lucnbet fief; von 

3011ft. Somm ! gofgetttir! Siiebcfjeii, faffe SUittd; I 
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Whither the anguish of the dungeon, — of tho chains 1 
’Tis thou ! Thou com’st to save me — I am saved ! — 
There, already, is again the street in which I saw thee 
for the first time, and the cheerful garden where I and 
Martha wait for thee. 


Faust (striving to leave). Como with mo ! Come with me ! 


Margaret. Oh stay ! since I am so fain to stay where 
thou stayest ! (Fondling him) 


Faust. Haste ! If thou dost not haste, we shall have to 
pay for it dearly. 


MARGARET. What ! thou canst kiss no more 1 My friend, 
removed from mo so short a time, and hast unlearned 
to kiss 1 Why do I fool so anxious on thy neck 1 when, 
in other times, a whole heavon came over mo from thy 
words, thy looks ; and thou didst kiss me as though 
thou wouldst smother me ! — Kiss mo ! else I will kiss 
thee ! (She embraces him.) Oh woo ! thy lips are cold, 
are dumb ! Where is left thy love 1 Who has robbed 
me of it 1 (She turns from him.) 


Faust. Como ! Follow me ! Darling, take courage ! I 
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3d) tjct-ge bid^ mit taufeitbfad;cr ©hitf) ; 

S'iur forge mir! 3d; bitte bid) nur biefj ! 

SOlni’flnrctc (jtt i§m gemenbct). 

Hub bift bu’S bentt? llnb bift bit’s and; gemijj ? 

3 mi ft. Qd; bin’s! Sfommmit! 

fflintnnvcic. ®tt ntnd;ft bic gcffeltt (oS, 

Sftimmft micbcr ntid; in beiiten <Sd;ooji. 

SBie fommt eS, baji bn bid; bor mir nid;t fdjcuft? — 

Hub ioeifjt bn bcitit, mein grenitb, men bn befreift ? 

3 <tn ft. Somnt! forem! ©djon meidjt bie tiefe 9tadjt. 
soinconcctc. SOteine SJtntter t;nb’ icij nmgcbrad;t, 

3Kein Sfittb £jab’ id; ertrduft. 

2Bar eS nid;t bir uitb mir gefdjenft ? 

®ir and; — ®tt bift’S! ic§ glanb’ eS fount. 

©ieb beitte ftattb ! @S iff fcitt SErantit ! 

®eittc liebe fjattb ! — 2(d;, aber fie iff fencfit ! 

$3ifd;c fie ab ! SBie ntid; bciitd;t, 

3ft ffllnt bran. 

8td; ©ott ! 2BaS I;aft bn getl;an ! 

©tedc ben ®egett eitt, 

3d; bitte bid; brunt ! 

3 n ii ft. 2afj baS SSergattgtte bergattgen fel;tt! 

®tt bringft mid; urn ! 

sstnvflnrctc. Stein, bit outfit iibrig bfcibctt ! 

3$ mid bir bie ©riiber befd;reibett, 

Siir bic nt it fit bn forgett 
©feid; iticrgett ; 

®cr SDlutter bett bcfteit Sptaj; gcbett, 
dMitcit Sirnber fogteid; barttebett, 

SDtid; eitt toenig bei ©eit’, 

Sttir nic^t gar jit meit ! 
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will press thee to my heart, with thousandfold warmth — 
only follow me ! I beg of thee but this ! 

Margaret ( turning to him). And is it thou, then 1 And 
is it thou in very deed 1 

Faust. ’Tis I ! Como along ! 

Margaret. Thou loosencst my fetters, takest mo again to 
thy bosom ! How comes it that thou art not fearful of 
me 1 — And know’st thou, then, my friend, whom thou 
art freeing 1 

Faust. Como ! Come ! The depth of night is already 
passing away. 

Margaret. I have killed my rnothor, I have drowned 
my child. Was it not bestowed on mo and thee 1 On 
theo too — ’Tis thou ! I scarce beliovo it. Give mo thy 
hand ! It is no dream ! Thy dear hand ! — Ah, but it 
is damp ! Wipe it off ! Meseoms that blood is on it. 
Ah God ! what hast thou done 1 Put up thy sword, 
I bog of thee ! 

Faust. Let the past bo past ! Thou wilt kill me ! 

Margaret. No, thou must stay behind ! I will describe 
tho graves to theo; thou must see to thorn the first 
thing to-morrow — must give my mother tho best placo — ■ 
my brother closo by ; me a little on ono side, only not 
too far off ! And the little ono on my right breast ! 
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llitb ba§ SHeine ntir an bie red;te Sruft. 
SJtiemaitb tnirb fortft Bet ntir liegeit I — 

®Ud; ait beine ©cite ju fdjntiegen, 

Sa§ inar eitt fiifjeS, cin tjotbeS ©tiidl 
9l6er e§ mill ntir nid;t metjr getingen ; 

9ftir ift’S, ate ntiijjt’ id; fitid) 311 bir jmingcit; 
2 tt§ ftiefjeft bn mid; bon bir juriicf ; 

Uitb bod; Bift bn’§, unb Blicfft fo gut, fo frontm. 
Smi ft. giifjtft bn, bafj icf) e§ Bin, fo !omnt I 
tOini'anrctc. ®af)iltOUS ? 

If n it ft. $n§ greic. 


attnrniteetc. !gft bag ©rnfi braufj’, 

Sauert ber ®ob, fo fomnt ! 

Son fjicr inS emige SRufjeBett, 4S40 

Unb inciter teinen ©djritt — 

®u gel; ft nun fort ! O fpeiurid;, fount’ id) mit ! 

Snuff. ®tt fannft ! ©0 mode nttr [ ®ie ®fjiir ftcfjt offcn. 
anncanectc. gd) barf nid;t fort; fur mid; ift uidjtS ju rjoffcit. 
2Sa§ fjilft e§ ftiefjen ? fie lanern bod; ntir auf. 

©S ift fo etenb, Bettefn 311 miiffen, 

Unb nod; baju ntit Bofettt ©cmiffen ! 

©S ift fo etenb, in ber grembe fdjloeifett, 

Unb fie Inerbeit mid; bod; ergreifen I 
S mi ft. gd; BtciBe Bei bir. 

Sbinrnaectc. @efd;miitb I ©efd;miitb I 

9 tette beitt nrnteS ttinb l 
Sort I Stumer ben StBcg 
9 tm Sad; t;inauf, 

UeBer ben ©teg, 

3n ben SHSatb fjitteitt, 

CinfS, mo bie ifStaitfe ftcl;t, 
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No one else will lie by me ! — To nestle to thy side, that 
was a sweet, a dear delight ! But I shall attain it no 
more ! I feel as if I must force myself on thee, as if 
thou wert thrusting me back from thee; and yet ’tis 
thou, and thou look’st so kind, so gentle ! 

Faust. If thou feel’st that ’tis I, then come ! 

Margaret. Out there ? 

Faust. Into the free air ! 

Margaret. If the grave is without, if death lies in wait, — 
then come ! From here into the eternal resting-place, 
and not a step further ! — Thou art now going away 1 
Oh Henry, could I but go with thee ! 

Faust. Thou canst ! Only will it ! The door stands 
open. 

Margaret. I dare not go out; for me there is nothing 
to hopo. AVhat avails it to fly 1 Thoy will still lie in 
wait for me. It is so wretched to have to beg, and 
with an evil conscience too ! It is so wretched to 
wander in a foreign land; and thoy will catch me 
after all ! 

Faust. I shall remain with thee. 

Margaret. Quick ! Quick ! Save thy poor child ! Away ! 
Keep the path up by the brook, over the bridge, into the 
wood, to the left, where the plank is — in the pond. Only 
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®eid). 

gafj eS mtr gtcid) ! 

(S§ toil! fid) tjeBen, 4560 

©§ gappelt nod) ! 

IRctte ! rcttc ! 

3 mi ft. SScfiitnc bid) bod) ! 

Sftttr Gsinctt ©djritt, fo Bift bit frei ! 
sotnvnacctc. 2 B iii'cu loir nur ben S8erg uorBci ! 4565 

®a fifjt meiite SKutter auf einem ©tein, 

(£§ fafft ntid) fait Beim ©diofife ! 

®a fijjt meine ffliuttcr auf ciitem (Stein, 

Hub iuacfett mit bent ®opfe ; 

©ie lointt nid)t, fie nidt nid)t, ber Sboftf ift iljr fdjloer ; 4570 
©ie fdjtief fo tnitge, fie tuadjt nidjt ttteljr. 

©ie fc^tief, batnit loir ttn§ freutett. 
tonren gliidlid)c Seiteii ! 

tf mi ft. fiilft I)iet teitt giel)cit, I)ilft fein ©agett, 

©0 long’ id)’§, bid) Ijiuinegjutrngen. 4575 

smneonectc. Sag ntid) ! S^eiit, idf) leibe feiite ©etnatt ! 

Saffe mid) itid)t fo mflrberifd) an ! 

©onft I)aB’ id) bir ja aHe§ 511 SieB’ getfjatt. 

3 mi ft. ®er®ag grant! SicBdjett ! SieBd)ett ! 
sotneonvctc. ®ag ! Qa, e§ loirb ®ag ! ®cr lefjtc ®ag briitgt 
tjerein ; 45 8o 

SKein $od)3eittag fodt’ e§ fel)tt ! 

©ag’ ■Jtiemanb, baf) bn fd)Ott Bei ©retdieu loarft. 

Sffiet) tneiuem SBrattse ! 

@3 ift efiett gefd)ef)tt ! 

2Bir loerben un§ luieberfefm ; 

StBer nidjt Beittt Sauje. 

®ie SJtenge breingt fid), matt t)i)rt fie nid)t. 
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seizo it at once ! It wants to rise, it is struggling still ! 
Save it ! Save it ! 

Faust. Do collect thyself ! Only one stop, and thou art 
free ! 

Margarf.t. Were we but past the hill 1 There sits my 
mother on a stone — something grasps me coldly by the 
hair ! — there sits my mother on a stone, and shakes her 
head ; she beckons not, she nods not, her head is heavy ; 
she slept so long, she will wake no moro. She slept, 
that we might enjoy ourselves. Those were happy 
times ! 

Faust. Since hero no prayer avails, — no speaking avails, 

I shall risk bearing thee forth. 

Margaret. Let me go ! No, I will suffer no violence ! 
Grasp mo not so murderously ! In the past, thou 
know’st I have done everything to please thee. 


Faust. The day is dawning ! My love ! My love ! 

Margaret. Day ! Yes, it is growing day ! the last day 
is breaking in ! My wedding-day it was to be ! Toll 
no one that thou hadst been with Gretehen already. 
Woe to my wreath 1 It is all over now ! We shall 
meet again, but not at the dance. The crowd presses ; 
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®er S) 3 Iaf}, bie ©affen 
Sonnett fie itid)t faffeit. 

®ie ©lode raft, bag ©tabdjeit Bridjt. 4 59 o 

Sic fie mid) binbcit unb patfett ! 

Bum SBiutfhdjt bin id) fd)on cntriidt. 

©d)ott judt ttad) jebent Sftndcit 
®ie ©djiirfe, bie ttad) meiuent jiidt. 

©tumm liegt bie Sett roie bag ©rnb ! 4595 

3 mi ft. D mar' id) ttic geboreit ! 

®ic(it)iftaf)T)cic8 (erfd)eint bvaiifeti). 9 fuf ! ober ifjr fct)b 
tierforen. 

Unniijjeg Bngeit, Boubern unb Sptanbern! 

SKeiite ipferbc fdjaubern, 

®er aJiorgcit bfimmert auf. 4&0 

SBinrnntetc. Sag fteigt aug bent SBoben fjerattf ? 

®er ! bcr ! ©djid’ ifjn fort ! 

Sag JuiH ber an bent fjeifigeu Qrt ? 

©r mill midj ! 

3 nu ft. ®u fodft teben ! 4604 

tvtnrg n vcte. ©erid)t ©otteg ! ®ir t)ab’ icf) ntid) iibergcbeu ! 
SBtcfif)iftof)f)cie8 (ju ffanft). Sommlfontml 3d) (affc bid) 
ntit it)r int ©tid). 

soinvnarctc. ®eiu bin id), SSaterl 9 lcttc ntid) ! 

2d)r ©ttgef, itjr ficifigeit ©d)aaren, 

Sagcrt end) unifier, ntid) 311 bemafjreit ! 

§eiitrid) I fOiir graut’g Dor bir. 4610 

aucfioiftofiijctcs. @ie ift gerid)tct I 
stimme (oon oOen). 3ft gerettct ! 

SBtcflijiftofibeieS (311 ffnuft). §er 311 mir ! 

(33crfctyttnnt>et mit ffaufl.) 

stimine (won iimen, »trf)a(fenb). $eiitridj I §eiitrid) 1 
Snbe. 
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it is not heard. The square, the streets, cannot hold 
them. The bell tolls, the staff breaks. How they bind 
and soizo mo ! I am already taken away to the blood- 
seat. Already quivers for every neck the edge which 
quivers for mine. Dumb lies tho world as the grave ! 

Faust. Oh, had I ne’er been born ! 

Mephistopheles ( appears without). Up ! or you are lost. 
Useless hesitation, loitering, and babbling ! My horses 
shudder, the morning dawns. 

Margaret. What rises up from the floor 1 He ! Ho ! 
Send him away ! What wants ho at this holy place 1 
He wants me ! 

Faust. Thou shalt live ! 

Margaret. Judgment of God ! I have given mysolf up 
to thoo ! 

Mephistopheles (to Faust). Come ! Como ! I will leavo 
you in the lurch with her. 

Margaret. Thine am I, Father ! Save mo ! Ye angels 
ye holy hosts, rango yourselves round about to guard 
me ! Henry, I shudder at thoo ! 

Mephistopheles. She is judged ! 

Voice (from above). Is saved ! 

Mephistopheles (to Faust). Hither to mo ! 

( Vanishes with Faust.) 

Voice (from within, dyitig away). Henry ! Henry ! 


THE END. 
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NOTES 


Page 2 . 

i. The Dedication was not written earlier than 1797, when 
Goethe was forty-eight years old ; twenty-four years after the com- 
position of the first scenes of the work, and seven years after the 
publication of the Fragment of the First Part of Faust. 

8. Uimmttert. Sanders, in his Wtirterbuch defines the verb in 
connexion with this passage, — to surround or float round, like an 
atmosphere in motion. Among the senses of luitteril, he gives, — 
fief; fpiiren tajfcn ; fief; n>a$vne$mbat geigen; fifty regen; citing line 
3919. For another instance of umUHttem, see 1. 496. 

ii. £albi>erf(ungnen : lit. ‘ half-died away ’, like music. 

13. SBiebertyolt; lit. ‘repeats’. 

15, 16. Goethe had lost his sister Cornelia, and his friends Merck, 
Lenz, Gotter, and Basedow ; while Klopstock, Lavater, and the 
two Stolbergs were estranged. Jacobi, Klinger, and Kestrier were 
separated from him by the circumstances of tlieir lives. — Bavard 
Taylor. 

21. Sieb. This reading, says Strehlke, introduced by Riemer, 
and retained in many editions, may be regarded as finally rejected 
in favour of 2cib, ‘ sorrow.’ But Selss, Turner and Morshead, and 
Pradez adhere to Sieb, which certainly seems more congruous with 
ttyr 33eifflU iu the next line. Buchheim and Sabatier adopt £eib. 

Page 8. 

66. (Srpflegen here=burcty ^Jflege betyuten unb forbern.— Strehlke. 
The word seems peculiar to Goethe. 

68. 33orgdaUt. ‘Whispered’. — H. Lit. ‘ stammered out ’. ‘Que 
begayent les Rvres en tremblant’. — Sabatier. 

71. ‘Ages’.— H. Bayard Taylor, as in text. The 

meaning is : — Often, not till after years of successive improvements, 
does a poem arrive at perfect form. — Pradez. 
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Page io. 

89. Sflpt gcmifl geftpepen : lit. ‘ let enough happen ’. 


Page 12. 

122. Onid). Ethical dative. ‘ The dative of the personal pro- 
noun of tlic first and second persona is sometimes used to denote in 
a familiar manner an interest or participation of feeling on the part 
of the person speaking or spoken to Aue’s German Grammar. 
So in Latin : ‘The datives mild, nobia, etc., are used with a sense 
of special limitation to a particular person to express the aspect 
under which the act presents itself to Iris mind ; as quid mihi Gelaua 
ciyit? What do I find Celsus doing?” June vobia illonun per 
biduum militia fuit, “this you see, was their military service for 
two days ”. Such a dative is called Dativua Ethicus, ’—Donaldson’s 
Latin Grammar. So in old colloquial English : ‘ He steps me to 
her trencher and steals her capon’s log '.—Two Gentlemen of Verona. 
Launce may here be supposed to glance at his own feelings on 
witnessing the theft. Often it is untranslatable, being merely a 
token of familiarity, 

I 4 I * 3 »tucfe feplingt. ‘Draws’, — H. Turner and Morshead, as 
in text. 

144- Utlliarmoil’fcpe. ‘Confused’.— H. Bayard Taylor, as in 

text. 

Page 14. 

148, 149. Turner and Morshead render the lines,— 1 Who sum- 
mons the individual unity to the general consecration, in which it 
beats in sublime harmony V and add :— ‘ It is easier to feel the mean- 
ing of this passage than to translate it. The poet is claiming for 
himself the special function at once of bringing harmony out of the 
seeming discords of Nature, and of infusing life into her apparently 
monotonous sequence, tie fliefjeilb limiter flleidjC 3iei!>C of created 
beings, which is irrepressibly and eternally self-renewing ’. 

150, 151. 

‘ Who links our passions with the tempest’s glooms, 

Our solemn thoughts with twilight’s roseate red?’ 

Martin. 


Notes 


353 


Page 16 . 

180. 5 Jocf>. ‘As yet’. — H. Bayard Taylor, as in text. 

181. @$tt>ung: lit. ‘swing’. 

183. gin SBetbenber : lit. ‘ one who is becoming ’. See notes to 
II. 346, 789. 

Page 18. 

218. ©tfmmunn : lit. ‘mood’. 

224. 2)?ir. Ethical dative. See note to 1. 122. 


Page 20. 

255. gliiffcn. ‘Waves’.— H. Strehlke gives as an equivalent 
totromungen. At any rato, tiie sea foaming against a rook does not 
take the form of waves. 

Page 24. 

317. See line 1759 for the complement to this thought. 

Page 26. 

346. Bad 2Berbcnbe: lit. ‘the Becoming’: i.e. that which is 
either becoming something out of nothing (as by divine fiat), or 
becoming something out of something else-taking new form (as in 
the eternal flux of Heraclitus). Cf. 11. 183, 789. Hayward reports 
an interesting paraphrase of this passage by Carlyle, which con- 
cludes thus ‘But ye, the genuine sons of Heaven, joy ye in the 
living fulness of the beautiful’ (not of the logical, practical, con- 
tradictory, wherein man toils imprisoned); ‘let Being (or Ex- 
istence) which is everywhere a glorious birth into higher Being as 
it for ever works and lives, encircle you with the soft ties of Love • 
and whatsoever wavers in the doubtful empire of appearance’ (as 
all earthly things dok that do ye by enduring thought make firm’ 
Ulus would Bab ffierbmbe, the thing that is t being, mean 
no less than the universe (the visible universe) itself- and I 
paraphrase it by ‘ Existence which is everywhere a birth into higher 
Existence (or in some such way), and make a comfortable stnse 
enough out of that quatrain. 

Page 28. 

35°- 35er J!l(te. Hayward’s rendering has been adopted in the 
text, but Bayard Taylor and others translate the phrase simply 
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as ‘ the Old One Whichever epithet may bo preferred, there is 
no disguising the fact that Mephistopheles often blasphemes, or 
that both he and his familiars dabble at times in obscenity, not to 
say filth. Of course all this makes the book unfit reading for girls. 
But for mature minds it is enough to know that, apart from the 
splendour of the poem, there is in Faust a manifold teaching 
which men cannot afford to lose, and which these devilries do not 
touch. 

Page 30. 

361. @$011 an tic je&en 3 a\)t. ‘ Nearly ten years ’. — H. ‘ These 
ton years long ’. — Bayard Taylor. 

370. ®afiir. 1 For this very reason ’. — H. Selss, as in text. 

Page 32. 

385. £!m . . . framen=frame. This use of t|iun, though it still 
continues among the uneducated classes, is obsolescent, and re- 
sembles the old use of ‘ do ’, or ‘ did ’, before English verbs. Cf. II. 
2781, 3578. 

397. Lit. ‘ Bathe myself sound in thy dew ’. 

399. 2J?auerlod). The first sense given by Sanders is ‘ hole-in the 
wall’; the second, which he illustrates by this lino, is a ‘dark, 
narrow prison, or room’. 

Page 34. 

415. ®a ©oft bie SDfenftfen fcfntf {mmtl. ‘For which God made 
man ’. — H. Turner and Morshead, as in text. 

420. Slollrabamilb, the French astrologer, lived 1503-15GG. 
Faust, according to tradition, was carried off by the devil about 
1525. 

424, 425. Lit. ‘ Then the soul’s strength will rise up to thee, as 
one spirit speaks to another Bpirit ’. Selss, as in text. 

Page 36. 

437. 2J?ft ge^eimnidbOUtm $ttcb. ‘ By a mystical intuition’.— H. 
Turner and Morshead, as in text. 

443-446 are not found in Nostradamus. 

Page 38. 

473. ‘A cold shuddering flickers down’.— H. ‘There falls a 
horror from the vaulted roof’. — Bayard Taylor. 

‘ II vient un souflle de terreur d’en haut ’. —Sabatier. 
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Page 40. 

496- SSon meinem §au$ umwittcrt. ‘At the bare perception of 

my breath’. — H. ‘Under the mere fanning of my breath’. 

Turner and Morshead. See note to 1. 8. 

498- SBeggefriimmter. Prom roegfriilltmcn, ‘ to remove by bend- 
ing’; here used in a reflective sense = bct SBlirnt (Kit (id) lucnae- 
frumillt.— Strehlke. 

503. SEBeOe was substituted by Goethe in the fourth edition for 
incbc. Sabatier’s text has here been altered accordingly. 

509. Had Goethe seen the following passage which he has so 
vastly transcended ? — ‘ And the most ancient word of the living 
God is clothed with the world as with a garment, for it has put on 
earth, and water, and air, and fire, and the things which proceed 
from the four elements ’. — Philo, Dc Profufj, xx. (tr. Yonge). Cf. 
Psalm cii. 26. 

Page 42. 

518. Jamulub: a combination of student and servant. 

539. Sraut: lit. ‘brew’. 

54°> 541- ‘And fan your ash-heaps into flame’. — Swnnwick. 

Page 44. 

544. Lit. ‘ You will never bring heart to hearts ’. 

548. The use of the third person singular for ‘ you ’ is expressive 
of superiority, or impatience, on the part of the speaker. Cf 11 
2304, 2361, 2634, 3039, 326S, 3297. 

555. ‘Ye crisp the shreds of humanity ’.—H. ©dmijjcl liere = 

shreds of paper twisted up to embellish tapers, or dressed meats. 

Diintzer. Strehlke agrees with Diintzer in regarding it as probable 
that bell SWcnfcf)en is in the dative case. 

Page 46. 

581. Qfud;. Ethical dative. See note to 1. 122. 

583* ^aupb lUlb ©taatbactioil : the name given to certain heroic 
and historical puppet-plays, from which all matters of living interest 
were excluded. Gottsched’s criticism drove these tasteless and 
stilted productions from North Germany. 

589. Lit. ‘Who dares call the child by the right name?’ Pro- 
verb. 
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Page 48. 

607. ©eifterfuffe intcfy uniflab. ‘All around me teemed with 
spirits’. — H. As Sabatier points out, the plural ©etfler, necessary 
in order to combine it with gftfle, need not therefore carry a plural 
sense ; and here it is the Earth Spirit alone who has encountered 
Faust. Bayard Taylor translates : 

‘ the flow, 

Around me here, of spirit-presence fullest 

613. ‘ That I should feel like a dwarf’. — H. 

So giant-like the vision seemed, so vast, 

I felt myself shrink dwarfed as I surveyed ’. — Swamvick. 

621. 3tynung0t>ott is often used with different shades of meaning, 
which must be gathered from the context. Cf. 11. 773, 1180, 3494, 
3793. Sometimes, as in the Second Part of Faust (Act 4), the 
word is applied to an inanimate object, with the sense of ‘ ominous ’ 
or ‘ sinister ’ : — 

2)er £>onaont ftcf; berbunfelt, 

9tur (>te unb ba bebeutenb funfelt 
(Sin rot&er af;nung0»otter ©cf;cin. 

Page 50. 

645. ©etyeinte. ‘Vague’. — H. Bayard Taylor, as in text. 

650, 651. ‘We dread the blows we never feel, 

And what we never lose is yet by us lamented ’. 

Bayard Taylor. 


Page 52. 

666. Seid)ten. ‘Bright’. — H. This epithet (not listen) is used, 
as Bayard Taylor remarks, antithetically to fc()U)er, ‘ heavy ’. 

669. 33ugel. ‘Bows’. — H. Schroer (cited by Strehlke) defines 
the word as a ‘ stirrup-shaped handle ’. 

678. 9lofle. ‘The pulley with which lie raised or lowered his 
lamp’. — Turner and Morshead. So also Diintzer, Sabatier and 
Selss. But against this interpretation are Strehlke, SohrOer, 
Hayward, and Pradoz, who remarks that it is more natural to 
descant on the antiquity of a parchment than on that of a pulley. 

682, 685. The language here is condensed, but may perhaps be 
prosaically expanded as follows : — What thou hast inherited from 
thy sires, earn it by use, in order truly to possess it. As Bayard 
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Taylor translates, — * Earn it anew, to really possess it What one 
does not use is a heavy burden. It is not the permanent ownership 
of thy goods, but only the occasions for using them, brought by the 
passing moment, which can be so turned to account as to make thee 
truly possess them. On the other hand, Turner and Morsliead take 
line 685 to mean : — There must be active effort of some sort to en- 
able us to use anything profitably. 

689. Umwe&t : lit. ‘ breathes around ’. 

Page 58. 

760. Uehenbe. ‘Chastening’. — H. Turner and Morshead, as in 
text. 

7 73. 5t£nung$i)0tt. See note to 1. 621. 

Page 60. 

787. Sehenb GsrfyciOene : lit. ‘ livingly sublime One * ; (ebenb being 
used as an adverb, and (5rf;abene as a substantive. 

789, 790 are thus expanded by Bayard Taylor : — ‘ The bliss of 
being born into the higher life to which He has ascended is scarcely 
less than the joy of the Divine creative activity ’. As to the word 
SSerbelufl, cf. 11. 183, 346. 


Page 62. 

804. ^Jrcbtgenb is here used adverbially, like and Ortiber- 

licf), which precede it. 

Page 64. 

832. 2 fttr. Ethical dative. See note to line 122. 

Page 66. 

856. Seiern. ‘Sing’. — H. The German word, which may mean 
either playing on a hurdy-gurdy, or singing in a monotonous, drawl- 
ing tone, is given the former sense, in connexion with this passage, 
by Strehlke, and by Heyne in Grimm’s Wtirterbuch. But even if 
the other meaning is preferred, the right equivalent can hardly be 
‘sing’. Some humbler word — say ‘drone’ — should be chosen, un- 
less the poor Beggar is to be deprived of the credit duo to his 
modesty. 
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Page 68. 

884. Slirgen. ‘ Towns — H. Bayard Taylor, as in text. 

S92. SBctben is here used in its double sense of ‘ enlisting ’ and 
‘ wooing’.— Turner and Morshead. 

912. 1 SMIbUHfl. ‘Production’. — H. Sabatier points out that the 
word here means the process of taking form :— 

‘ Tout se transforme, germe, s’agite ’; 
or, as Bayard Taylor puts it : — 

‘ Everywhere form in development moveth ’. 

Page 70. 

936. StnMinfen. ‘ Glance \-H. Sanders explains the word, in 
connexion with this passage, os blinfenb anflrn^Icn. 

Page 74. 

989. £egt: lit. ‘encloses’. 


Page 78. 

1034. Sunfler. Three different senses have been assigned to this 
epithet:— ‘mystical’, by Diintzer, and by Turner and Morshead; 
‘sombre’, by Swanwick, and by Bayard Taylor; ‘ obscure ’—i.e. in 
position— by Hayward, Sabatier and others. The last rendering 
seems best to suit the context. 

1039. Sic fctytoarjc Jfiitfie: the popular name for an alchemist’s 
laboratory. ‘Adepts’ (from atlipisci )— those who have attained— 
is the name they gave themselves, to denote either that they bad 
arrived at truth, or, at any rate, were initiated in the science which 
led to it.— Sabatier. 

1041. Batf SBiDrige: lit. ‘the antagonistic ’. The rendering in 
the text is the ordinary one ; but Selss translates the phrase— 1 the 
unpalatable medicine’. As to the rest of the passage Bayard 
Taylor observes that, in the jargon of alchemy, the Red Lion 
was cinnabar, — called a bold wooer, 011 account of the rapid action 
of mercury in amalgamating with other metals. The Lily was a 
preparation of antimony ( lilium Paracelei). The alembic contain- 
ing these substances was placed in a tepid bath, and gradually 
heated, then was ‘ tormented with open flame ’ till their wedded 
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fumes were driven from one ‘ bridal chamber ’ to another ; that is, 
from the alembic into a glass retort. If ‘ the young Queen ’ — i.e. 
the sublimated compound — then appeared with a brilliant colour 
(ruby or royal purple being most esteemed) ‘ this was the medicine 

Page 80. 

1066. Shuttle : lit. ‘would use’; imperfect subjunctive. 

1072. giiitft. ‘Bends’.— H. 

1089. SnbefTcu. ‘But’.— H. 


Page 82. 

1098. gladjcn. ‘Marsh’. — H. Bayard Taylor, as in text. 

1 1 16. JDuft. ‘Mist’. — H. Diintzer, as in text. 

1 1 17. §>0()cr Sttynen. Beings related to man, of whoso spirit he 
partakes ; not departed souls. — Diintzer. 

Page 84. 

1124, 1125. Lit. * With me it should not be saleable ’, etc. 

Page 88. 

1180 . 24ming(3ttoUem. See note to 1. 021. 

Page 90. 

1221. Stimuli. ‘For once’, — H. Lebahn, as in text; referring 
to a similar use of the word in 1. 3179. 

1224. Bayard Taylor points out that, in Widmann’s Veritable 
History of Dr. Faust, Mephistophelcs specifies the writings of St. 
John among those portions of the Bible which Faust is to avoid. 
His attempt, therefore, to translate the first verse of the Fourth 
Gospel agitates the poodle, and serves to hasten his transforma- 
tion. 

Page 92. 

1258. ClavieiUa Scdomonia: a book of magical formulas, written 
originally in Hebrew, and ascribed to Solomon ; of which a German 
edition appeared in 1686. — Sabatier. 
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Page 94. 

1273-76. The spirits of the four elements : fire, water, air, earth. 
— Diintzer. 


Page 96. 

1290. Diintzer opines that the substitution here of the Incubus, 
or house-spirit, for the Cobold, the spirit of the inner earth, is for 
the sake of the rhyme. 


Page 98. 

1334. Beelzebub, Abaddon, Satan. 


Page 102. 

I 39S* ©rubenfuU. ‘©rub, perhaps from the same root as Druid, 
is the old German for wizard. A pentagram is formed by pro- 
ducing each side of a regular pentagon till they intersect. Its 
special efficiency lay in the fact that it consists of three triangles, 
and is so a triple symbol of the Trinity’. — Turner and Morshead. 
Sabatier adds that it passed in the old German mythology for the 
imprint of the swan-footed ‘Nornes’, and of the good ‘Droudes’. 
After the introduction of Christianity, these were regarded as evil 
spirits ; and the pentagram, with the cross, became the sign traced 
on the door, or threshold, of a house, to preserve the inmates from 
their visitB. 

1398. 23annt. ‘Repels’. — H. Sanders defines the word in con- 
nexion with this passage, — to bind by spell or irresistible force, 
to deprive of free motion, to fetter, to hold fast. Cf. 11. 1310, 1522. 


Page 106. 

1444. ©effifol. ‘Feelings’. — H. ‘ The nerves of touch ’. — Bayard 
Taylor. 

i 459‘6i. ©cfcnxinfenbe 33eilfjunfl, the swaying of the angels down- 
wards ; fe&nenbe Sleiflung, their longing for the earth.— Diintzer. 
In this lullaby, everything is left purposely dreamy ; the sense 
being subordinate to the sound.— Turner and Morshead. 
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Page 1 12. 

1521. flommft . . . f;er&orgel)upft. ftommen, used with a verb 
of movement, requires the latter to be in the past participle, though 
the sense is that of the present participle. See note to first stage 
direction, page 182. 

1522. 33annte. ‘Repelled’. — H. ‘M’arrete’. — Sabatier. ‘Holds 
me bound’. — Swanwiok. Cf. 11. 1310, 1398. 

Page 1 14. 

1563. SlcngfUtcf;. ‘In anguish’.— H. Bayard Taylor, as in text. 

1565. . . . fcfytetfen. ‘Harrow me up’. — H. ‘Fray me’. 

— Bayard Taylor. 

Page 1 16. 

1586. 2(nf fang carries with it here something of the sense of the 
verb from which it is derived, anfftugen, * to ber/in to sound ’ ; as 
when an instrument is first touched. 

Page 1 18. 

1607 — 1626. Pradez remarks that the Spirits here are not indulg- 
ing in irony — which would only have exasperated Faust — but are 
playing the part of friendly monitors, unb lifyefll enfltifd) tt>enn jlC 
liigen (line 1141). 

1610. 9ttdd;tiger. ‘Violent’. — H. Bayard Taylor, as in text. 
Cf. 1. 1617. 

Page 120. 

1652. Urn ©otted roiflen : lit. ‘for the sake of God’. 

Page 122. 

1671. ©inne. ‘ Mood’. — H. Bayard Taylor, as in text. 

1679. £)f>ne Sftafl. ‘Volatile’. — H. Bayard Taylor, as in text. 

1687. ‘Still you may, if you will, show me this fruit of yours 
which rots beforo one has time to pluck it, and your trees which 
fade so fast that they need fresh leaves every day’. — Turner and 
Morshead. Loeper, in his second edition of the drama (1879), 
places a note of interrogation after each clause of the passage, from 
1. 1678 to 1. 1685. 
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Page 124. 

1698. Sop! From the French ‘tope!’ Cf. 1. 3634. ©djlag auf 
©iptag : lit. ‘blow on blow’ ;=£anbf<plag gegcn £anbfcplag ; as 
when, in token of mutual fidelity to a compact between two per- 
sons, each strikes his hand in that of the other. 

1700. IBetthdle bO(p! ‘Stay!’ — H. But what becomes of the 
bocp? 

1710. 2Gic id) bepatre: lit. * as I continue \ 

1712. ©octorfdjmautf. ‘Among the suppressed portions of the 
tragedy, one scene referred to a Doctor’s dinner, at which Mephi- 
stopheles acted as waiter to Faust. ’ — Selss. 

Page 126. 

1752. Unblltcpbnmgcn : lit. ‘unpenetrated’. 

Page 128. 

1759- See note to 1. 317. 

1764- 27iir. Ethical dative. See note to 1. 122. 

Page 130. 

1802. The Microcosm was the term applied by Paracelsus and 
other mystical writers to the world of Man, as distinguished from 
the Universe, or Macrocosm. — Turner and Morshead. 

1811. .Jjcrhciflerafft : lit. ‘ snatched together ’. 

Page 134. 

1862. 2ftir. Ethical dative. See note to 1. 122. 

Page 136. 

1903. Mephistopheles bids the Student not to allow himself to be 
‘diverted’ — i.e. from study. The latter understands this as a 
warning against amusement; jerflmmi having the same double 
meaning of ‘distracting’ and ‘amusing’ as its English equivalent. 

Page 138. 

1911. Collegium Logieum : a course of logic. 

1913- ©plUliftpe ©ticfeln ; instruments of torture which com- 
pressed the calf of the leg. Something of the. same sort is called 
tlie ‘ Scotch boot ’ in Old Mortality, eh. xxvii. 

■ 9i7- Srrtilptfliren : a verb coined by Goethe from 3rtlld)t. 


Notes 


363 


Page 140. 

1940. Encheiresin Naturae. Taking the secondary sense of the 
Greek word — ‘a mode of treatment’ — the phrase might mean the 
treatment of natural objects by man. But it is clear both from 
the context and from a letter to Wackenroder, in 1832, quoted by 
Bayard Taylor, that Goethe here adverts to the operations of 
Nature considered as agent. ‘ We willingly allow to Nature he 
writes, ‘her secret Encheiresin, whereby she creates and sustains 
life 

1962. ©cf)retbeit$ : lit. ‘ writing ’. 

Page 142. 

1968. 9 Jlir. Ethical dative. See note to 1. 122. 

I 974'79* ‘ This denunciation of Law seems to resolve itself into 
an anathema upon the “dead hand”, or intrusion of the wishes 
and provisions of our predecessors into social and political affairs. 
“ Woe on thee that thou art a grandchild ! ” is a compendious state- 
ment of the case’. — Turner and Morshead. 

Page 144. 

2004. (Sin frdfttfl S 036 rtcf;en: lit. ‘a strong little word’. 

Page 146. 

2028. Unterm £>Ut : lit. ‘ under the hat 

2029. Site! : lit. ‘ title ’. 

2030. Lit. ‘ That your art surpasses many arts 

2035. ©cftfcmfe £iifte. The collocation of frijlanfe with £iifte 
seems to have troubled the translators. Bayard Taylor boldly 
substitutes the epithet ‘ swelling ’ ; Hayward, ‘ tapering ’ j whilst 
Swanwick cuts the knot by rendering £)ufte, ‘waist’. But may not 
Goethe have merely meant to suggest that the hip was made artifi- 
cially slim by the tight lacing referred to in the next line ? 

Page 148. 

2053. Faust is shown the ‘ little world ’ in the First Part of the 
drama, and the ‘great world’ in the Second Part. — Pradez. 

2054. ©urcbfc&mctrufcen. ‘ Revel ’. — H. ‘ Lipper ’. —Sabatier. 

* ©cbntariltyen is to sponge, to live like a parasite. Faust will 
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sponge upon Mephlstopheles for his enjoyment; i.c. lie will be pro- 
vided for it without any effort of his own ’. — Turner and Morshead. 

2067. ©rf;ritt. ‘Trip’.— H. ‘Pas’.— Sabatier. 

Page 152. 

2098. ‘ a Pope’, is a student’s slang term for the chairman 

of a drinking party. 

Page 154. 

2132. Setbe. ‘Body’. — H. Selss, as in text. 

Page 156. 

2147. ^feiff auf bent lenten Sod) : lit. ‘ pipes on the last hole ’. A 
proverbial allusion to the holes in a wind instrument. — Grimm’s 
WSrterbuch. 

Page 158. 

2174. 33et etnem botfeit ©fafe. ‘In the drinking of a bumper’. 
— H. ‘ I ’ll set them first to drinking ’. — Bayard Taylor. 

21 75 ) 2176. To ‘draw the worms out of a man’s nose’ is proverbial 
for drawing out of him his secrets : = ‘ tirer les vers du nez a 
quelqu’un Strehlke. 

2184. Loeper, in his second edition, places a note of interrogation 
after 2Ba3 so as to make the sense here, — ‘ What ! does the fellow 
limp?’ 

2190. Hans Arscli von Rippach was a nickname given by Leipzig 
students to a raw bumpkin ; Rippach being the last post town 
between Weiszenfels and Leipzig. — Duntzer. ‘Hans’ is used in 
Germany much as ‘Jack ’ is used among ourselves in such words as 
‘Jack Pudding’, ‘ Jack-an-apes ’, etc. See 11. 2628, 2727. 

Page 166. 

2286. Understand giebt after 

2293. flanntbalifcb ♦ ail emphatic phrase, apparently coined 
by Goethe, which has passed into popular use. The epithet is used 
by Schiller and Lessing. 

2294. The phrase fa U It) 0 1)1 fain, to express the highest degree of 
physical enjoyment, has been used by Hegel himself (s. Esthetic , iii. 
500). — Loeper. The vulgar French saying ‘contents comme cochons ’ 
corresponds to it exactly. — Sabatier. We have our English equi- 
valent in ‘ pleased as pigs ’. 


Notes 


365 


Page 168. 

2304-6. (Sr. See note to 1. 548. 

2312. Sogclfrct. The word is derived from the legal formula 
which declares an outlaw’s body and flesh to be given up to the 
beasts of the field and the fowls of the air. — Strehlke. 

Page 172. 

2336. (Sin$ : colloquial for 3emcmb. So, in the Second Part of 
the drama, Faust asks of the Sphinxes: — citt$ her Clltcn 
Helena gefe&en ? ’—Strehlke. 

Stage-direction. 3J?cerfater (male), and 2J?eerfaftc (female) : the 
long-tailed monkey called Cercopithecus. — Lucas. 

Page 174. 

2358. Philippians ii. 6. 

2369. Turner and Morshead remark that to build bridges in 
difficult places was a familiar task for evil spirits, and cite from 
the Second Part, Act 4 : — 

9ftein SBanbrer binft an feiner ©lauben^fritcfe 
Bunt £eufetftein, jur Seitfeltfbrucfe. 

Footbridges over precipices are regarded as haunted, and as the 
work of the devil. — Selss. 

Page 176. 

2384. ©ctyivatmen is hero used in its double sense of ‘ wandering ’ 
and ‘ rioting Ib. ‘ What time takes she for dissipating ? ’ — 
Bayard Taylor. 

2387. 5(bgefcf)macft. * Disgusting \ — H. * Je n’ai jamais rien vu, 
moi, d’aussi plat’. — Sabatier. Cf. 11. 2534, 3372, and (in Striiber 
scene) 1. 15. 

Page 180. 

2439- 3nf>egriff. ‘Innermost essence’. — H. Bayard Taylor, as 
in text. 

2442. Genesis i. 31. 

Page 182. 

2464. ‘They are contented if they can only make their lines 
rhyme : rhyme, they think, will ensure sense (Qkbaufen) — Turner 
and Morshead. 
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1 *« Stage-direction, fiommt . . . ^erunterflefapren. The past par- 
ticiple used with fomrnen has the effect of a gerund. Seel. 1521 
and note. 

Page 184. 

2490. 'Pferbefug : lit. ‘ horse-foot ’. < The English conception of 
the devil gives him a split claw, the German, one solid horse’s foot, 
while the other is like a man’s. That is the reason why Siebel 
exclaims in scene 5 : 2 Bud ffinlt ber jfcrt flllf einem gup* Selss 

2503- ©inn: lit. ‘sense’. 

2507- 3 n« gflbtlbtitb gefcpritbcn : lit. 1 written in the book of 
fables 

2510. £mS«rOH. ‘Lord Baron ’.-H. The word before 
a title is not translated in English ; though in French it has an 
equivalent ; e.g. ‘ Monsieur le Baron ’. 

lb. ©0 ifl bit ©atge gut : lit. (as Bayard Taylor translates it) 
Then is the matter good 


Page 186. 

2529- 3 # gonil’ iljm. ‘I grudge him not’.— H. Besides this 
negative sense, the verb often, as here, signifies ‘to grant 
willingly’. It is a standing jest among the Germans that we 
have no word that conveys singly the more cordial meaning Cf 
1 . 2769 . fa 

Page 188. 

2534. Stbgefigmaiftefle. ‘ Most disgusting’.— H. ‘ Ces jonglerics 
absurdes A l’excbs ’. — Sabatier. Cl. 11 . 2387 , 3372 . 

2552. SinmcifeinfS : a name given to the multiplication table. 

Page 190. 

2574 - 3 etf>«rf)eil : lit. ‘ break to pieces 

2581-82 refer to academical degrees, earned not without 
potations. 

Page 194. 

2617. tfurj angcbunbcu : lit. ‘ tied up short ’ : a proverbial figure 
for answering pettishly or pertly, derived from the fact that unruly 
animals, tied up short for safety’s sake, are apt to become all the 
more savage to persons approaching them.— Grimm (cited by 
Streluke). J 

2628. gieberli# is a popular equivalent for Don Juan = 

‘ Jean-le-mauvais-sujet ’.—Sabatier. See note to 1. 2190 . 
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2633. Sobefan, for lobefctm, ‘worthy’: an epithet which used to 

be applied to just as its equivalent is often applied to 

magistrates among ourselves, though the two titles denote of course 
very different things. 

2634. (5r. See note to 1. 548. 

Page 196. 

2639. 2Bci3 0cbu unb fleljen ntctg: lit. ‘what can go and stand’. 
The combination of the verb of repose ( = ‘ stare ’ in Italian) with 
the verb of movement includes all possibilities, active and passive. — 
Sabatier. Selss remarks that the phrase primarily refers to infants 
learning to walk and stand. 

2650. 33rtniborilint/ from the French ‘ brimborion ’= ‘ bauble ’ or 
‘ foolery ’. It is said by Littre to be derived from Breviarium ; a 
connexion of ideas which would doubtless commend the word to 
Mepliistoplieles. 

2654. ©cbtntpf, ‘offence’.— H. The word here means ‘plea- 
santry’, which is the primitive sense. — Diintzer. It retains this 
signification in some other phrases; e.g. in ©d)iutpf unb (5rnfl: = 

‘ in joke and earnest ’. — Selss. 

2662. ‘ A garter of my love. ’ — H. Selss, as in text. 

Page 198. 

2672. £>tn. ‘Now’. — H. Bayard Taylor, as in text. 

Page 200. 

2697. SBaterttyrOn. ‘ Patriarchal throne ’. — H. ‘ Trone paternel’. 
— Sabatier. 

2703. guU’ is translated by Hayward, ‘abundance’; and by 
Swanwick, ‘ abounding grace ’. Sabatier, whose own equivalent is 
‘ joie ’, remarks that the meaning is not clear ; that the word has 
been variously rendered ‘ peace ’, ‘ economy ’, content ’ ; and that 
some translators have simply passed it over, ‘ which ’, he adds, ‘ is 
perhaps the best plan ’. After this, any further suggestion seems 
rash. Still, may not the ‘ spirit of fulness ’ be that which seeks to 
fill up, or complete, what is defective ? For if so, it might well, in 
combination with the * spirit of order ’, inspire Gretchen to make 
the most of her meagre surroundings by the methods which 
gratified Faust. 

2706. ^raufetn: lit. ‘curl’. Selss, as in text. 

2712. Gjingebornen. Both Birds and Swanwick render the word 
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‘embryo’. Turner and Morshead give ‘incarnate’. The epithet 
in the text, which is used by SelBS, implies simply that Gretclien’s 
angelic qualities were inborn ; a sense favoured by Buehheim’s 
‘ angel from birth ’. 

Page 202. 

2727. Tier groGe §>muS, more commonly ©roSpons?, means here an 
insolent braggart.— Diintzer. ©rojie $(tnfcil is an obsolescent term 
for great personages, as distinguished from Sletnjanfen, ‘petites 
gens ’.—Sabatier. See note to 1. 2190. 

2 734* Slid;. Ethical dative. See note to 1. 122. 

2 737- 3ttiCtr. ‘But’. — H. ‘True’. — Bayard Taylor. The word, 
says Sabatier, has not here the usual disjunctive sense, but the 
corroborative etymological sense, * it is true ’, ‘ en cffet ’. 

2740. Siiflernfieit. ‘ Covetousness ’. — H. Selss, as in text. 

Page 206. 

2769. ©Olint. See note to line 2529. 

2779- ©tfiljcn. ‘ Splash ’. — H. ‘Plunging ’.-Bayard Taylor. 
SErinfeil : lit. ‘ drink ’. 

2781. SElifiteit, provincial for ttmlfll. See note to 1. 385. Cf 
11. 28G9, 2870. 

Page 208. 

2806. Sag fdj’d fTudien KSnnte : lit. ■ that I might curse it,’, gg, 
as Selss remarks, is a cognate accusative here. 

Page 210. 

2824. SScfangt. ‘Ensnares’.— H. ‘ Trouble ’.-Sabatier. =6euil. 
tliliigl, heflemmf — Streldke. For the second of these senses see 
1. 3818. 

2828. £>a(t for id; (mite: a common interjection in South Ger- 
many. — Diintzer. 

2835. Revelation xxi. 7. 

2844. : lit. ‘mushrooms’. Proverbial term for any- 

thing worthless, g<S if! feinen 'jlftfferling ; ‘ it is not worth a 
rush ’. 

Page 212. 

2859. Loeper places a comma after @f p, and aguin after Stuff! ; 
but without apparent reason. Sie Srci : lit. ‘ like pap ’. 
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2862. 33erpufft. ‘Puffs away’. — H. The word denotes the use- 
less expenditure of ammunition. — Strehlke. 

2863. gud). Ethical dative. See note to 1. 122. 

2869, 2870. See note to 1. 2781. 

Page 216. 

2913. ©r. See note to 1. 548. 

Page 220. 

2970. ©11^. Ethical dative. See note to 1. 122. 

2982. Apud Italos ‘ Mai de Naples vicissim ‘ malo 

Francese ’, et apud Germanos, ‘ Franzosen Krankheit ’ — aut 
brevius, ‘ die Franzosen appellatur. Itidem olim apud Anglos : 
v. Shakespeare (Ancient Pistol), Henry Fifth , v. 1. 

Page 222. 

2991. SBifirte: lit. ‘ should take aim ’. 

Page 224. 

302S. SBei SEacpard 3»nrtl)en = Jet 9Jnrf;(mr SWnrt&cn’d $auff. 
It is a popular abbreviation for bti bet 9Ead)f>avin ®Earttye. The 2nd 
to the 7th editions had 9Eari)bar’ ; the apostrophe standing instead 
of the feminine termination. 


Page 226. 

3032. ©ienfl: lit. ‘service’. 

3034. Sludgerecfte, for audgeftreifte. — Strehlke. 

3°37- Eatum fil'd md;t jit t(;un : an idiomatic phrase, with three 
senses:— (1) ‘that’s not the point’; (2) ‘that’s not the object’; 
(8) ‘ there ’s no need of that ’. 

3039. ©r. See note to 1. 548. 

3040. ©a h)dr’t nun! f There you are’!— H. ‘La vrai, 
le seriez vous ! ’ — Sabatier. The meaning seems to be : ©a, ‘ in that 
ease ’— i.e. affected by that scruple— you would indeed be a saint ! 
Diintzer expands t>a into SGBenn tf;r in ©rnfl barauf feeflnubet. 

3047. ‘ Looking fairly at the real nature of things’. — IL ‘Des- 
cendez dans votre conscience ’. — Sabatier. 

3051. Lit. * Yes, if one did not know a little deeper’. 

Page 228. 

3074. ‘ Is condescending, to make me blush ’. — II. Bayard 

2 A 
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Taylor, as in text. Sabatier points out that ju is not equivalent 
here to um JU, and therefore does not make 6 efd)dmcn depend as an 
infinitive on fdjotlt or ^eraMcifit. Gretchen is not suggesting that 
Faust condescends in order to confuse her ; for, like the Italian 
‘per’, ju merely indicates that his condescendence is the cause of 
her confusion. Originally, in the Ulfauft, the phrase stood,—,, hid 
Sum hcfci) (imen ." ©octjic’d gau(l in urfyrungtidier ©eflatt (Eric 
Schmidt), 1 . 926 . 

Page 230. 

30S3. SBad agrees with ciUed. Cf. 11 . 3211 , 3212 . 

3092. @ci)(eifen. ‘ Sneak ’. — H. Sanders interprets the word in 
connexion with this passage, — ‘ to drag oneself on, to move slowly 
and with effort ’. 

Page 232. 

3122. siehe For another instance of this ironical use of 

liche, see 1 . 4090 . 

3131. SOBurmrfjeil : lit. ‘little worm’. A common pet name for 
infants. 

Page 234. 

3143* Sdnjetllb. ‘Dandling’. — H. ‘ Et danser par la chamhre, 
en rond, pour l’apaiser ’. — Sabatier. 

3145. gerb: lit. ‘hearth’. 


Page 236. 

3176. SQegonnte: provincial for hcgann. 

3179. Gtinmal. Cf. 1. 1221. 

Page 240. 

3211, 3212. 2 Bad . . . aiied. See note to 1 . 3083 . 

Page 242. 

3217-325°. Critics have remarked that if this grand invocation is 
addressed to tiie Earth Spirit, as the words ‘ turned to me thy face 
in lire’ seem to imply, the phrase ‘thou gav’st me all I asked’ does 
not tally with our recollection that Faust has received nothing hut 
a rebuff. Nor, on the same supposition, do the words ‘ thou gavest 
me the companion ’, etc. agree with the Prologue in Heaven, where 
Mephistopheles is assigned to Faust, not by the Earth Spirit, hut 
by ‘ the Lord ’. On the other hand, if the invocation must ho taken 
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as addressed to the Almighty, not only are the words ‘ turned to 
me thy face in fire * obscure, but the expression ‘ thou gavest me 
the companion, 5 etc. conflicts with the tone of all the conversations 
between Faust and Mephistoplieles. Nowhere is the tempter re- 
cognised by the tempted as sent by God ; nor indeed could the 
Being, or Entity, adumbrated in lines 3432-3453, be conceived as 
giving such a commission. The only light thrown. on the difficulty 
is to be found in the chronology of the composition of the drama. 
Though no portion of the ‘ Forest and Cavern 5 scene was contained 
in the Urfauff, which Goethe took with him to Weimar in 1775, the 
whole appeared in the ‘ Fragment 5 of 1790 ; when the Earth Spirit 
was to have taken a much more active part in the uncompleted 
portion of the play than was ultimately assigned to him. Amongst 
other things, he was intended, says Dr. Selss, tu dissuade Faust 
from drinking the poison * by promising to delegate to him a min- 
istering spirit, viz. Mephistoplieles. 5 When, however, seven years 
later, the Prologue in Heaven was added — entirely changing the 
plot — the part assigned to the Earth Spirit was reduced to its pre- 
sent dimensions ; but without any corresponding modifications 
either of the invocation, or of lines 20-25, 44-47 in the SriiOer 
scene. Afterwards, the ‘Forest and Cavern 5 scene was shifted 
from its original place, next after Gretchen’s dialogue with 
Lieschen, to where it now stands : a change which has been attri- 
buted to a desire on the part of the poet to represent Faust as 
making one last struggle before yielding to temptation. But if so, 
here again the requisite modifications were not made ; for lines 
3249, 3250, and the passage commencing with line 3345, irresistibly 
suggest that poor Gretchen had already fallen. Still, in spite of 
these dramatic incongruities, such is the intrinsic beauty of the 
‘Forest and Cavern 5 scene, that there is probably no reader of 
‘ Faust 5 who would wish a single line of it away. 

Page 244. 

3254. Sfteuen# for 9?euem, to suit the rhyme. — Pradez. 

3265. (Sr. See note to 1. 548. 

3273. Skrjljjen is interpreted by Sanders in connexion with this 
passage, — ‘ to sit and squat continually, to one’s own detriment 5 — 
the doom of Theseus in a single word (sEn. vi. 617, 618) ! 

Page 246. 

3297. (Sr. See note to line 548. 
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Page 248. 

33°5- Lit- ‘ You come not at all out of her thought 

3310. ©fid)!. ‘Dry*. — H. Bayard Taylor, as in text. 

33 r 3- Slffettiunge 23 fit t. The words 2lffe and ©radflffe are often 
used by Goethe as bantering names for girls. With regard to the 
epithet grad, the train of ideas, according to Sanders, is ‘ grass ’, 
‘green’, ‘unripe’, ‘young’. Cf. 1. 3521. 

3325. Sielt! tap id) bid) fange! ‘Now I have trapped you!’— 
H. Self, present subjunctive of gcltcil, ‘ to be equivalent ’. 2Bci(S 
gilt btc 22ette? = What will you bet? ©fit! has now come to 
mean, ‘ am I not right ? ’ — to convey, in short, a strong assertion 
that the speaker is right. 

Page 250. 

3334- ©rf)0n. ‘Already’. — H. Bayard Taylor, as in text. 

3337- Song of Solomon iv. 5. 

334 r * ‘ ©elbfi is best understood here as an adverbial amplifica- 
tion of and).’— Selss. 

3352. jSinblitp : used adverbially. Slimpfen : lit. ‘ dull ’. 

Page 252. 

33^4i 336S- The alternative of marrying Gretchen, says Pradez, 
was not open to Faust, since, according to the legend, it was ex- 
cluded by the fifth and last clause of his compact with Mcphis- 
topheles. 

3369. Lit. ‘It imagines at once the ond’. 

3376. ©ic, agreeing with 31upc, and not with £>«}, escapes the 
formal ambiguity of ‘ it ’ in the translation. 

3385. SDiir. Ethical dative. See note to 1. 122. 

Page 256. 

3414. 3bpd>m was the traditional name of Faust. 

3419. Siebcn is hero the plural of lifp used as a substantive. 

Page 260. 

3467. @d)ief : lit. ‘ oblique ’. 

3483. Sciuje : lit. ‘screech-owls’. 

3491. 3ll befimtt strrn. ‘In thy arms’.— H. Bayard Taylor, as 
in text. 
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3492- £tltgegeben learnt: lit. ‘ yieldingly warm 

3494 . 2t(mungi3»ot(er. See note to 1. 621. 

Page 262. 

35 Ir * ©ICt SrOpfcn nur. There is no need to suppose that, had 
the portion been thus limited, it would have been more baneful than 
a common sleeping draught. But we are left to imagine that poor 
Gretclien failed to gather from Faust’s words that more than ‘ three 
drops’ would be dangerous; and that hence, either from careless- 
ness, unskilfulness, or a desire to ensure a soporific effect, she 
ignorantly administered a larger, and deadly dose. — Pradez. 

3521. ©rabaff’. See note to 1. 3313. 

Page 264. 

3523. SBurbetl. Titles are often used with the plural verb in 
German. 

3527* Sbffjt tt Ull 0 : lit. ‘ he will follow us ’ ; not in the sense of 
pursuing, but of being led. 

353h. ®bottgcburf. Hiintzer, on the strength of other compounds 
beginning with ©pOtt, interprets this word of Goethe’s own coining 
as an ‘ offspring which mocks ’. Strehlke, on the strength of other 
compounds ending with ©ebltrf, interprets it as an ‘offspring 
exciting mockery ’=®pott megenbe ©ebtltf. There can be no 
doubt that the latter sense, as the more scornful of the two, is 
dramatically the most effective. 

3346. ©Cieig, ©ibjille fagt. ‘Certainly, Sibylla told’.— H. 
Swanwick, as in text. 

Page 266. 

3547- ‘f>at ltd) bet!)6rt=(mt |t$ 6etl)6mi taffen : lit. ‘lmslet 
herself be fooled ’. 

3551. Lit. ‘ So has it rightly happened to her at last ’. 

3560- ©efcf>tecf=forti»n!>rcnbe<i ©djlctfcn. Sanders, citing the 
line. 

3S7 2 * Lit. ‘ Has air enough still elsewhere ’. 

Page 268. 

3575. 357 6 - Formerly, in Germany, when a girl married whose 
virtue waB strongly suspected, the young people of the place tore 
off her nuptial wreath, and replaced it with a garland of straw. 
On the eve of the marriage, chopped straw was strewed before 
her door.— Sabatier. 

3578- £&dt. See note to 1. 2781. 
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3l»it1fler : the space between the town wall and the first parallel 
row o£ gardens, courts, and houses. — Diintzer. 

Page 270. 

3597, 3598. SBii&let . . . ittir tm ©chcin : lit. ‘rages in my 
bones \ 

3607. Bethridit: lit. ‘ breaks to pieces ’. 

Page 272. 

3630. 21 tied ncitft feiner Sirt! lit. ‘ Everything in its way I ’ 

3633, Lit. ‘ Reaches, or offers, water to my sister ’. 

3638, 3639- A proverbial expression applied to deBperate persons 
who can find no exit to escape by.— Sabatier. 

3648. Lit. ‘ If it is he, I ’ll seize him by the skin at once ’. 

Page 274. 

3659- 3 Jnmmclei=tiieS 3 rimflrnmmelnber$!)tete.— Sanders, citing 

this line. 

3660. : lit. ‘ haunts ’. 

3664. It was a popular belief that buried treasures rose gradually 
of their own accord, and at the end of seven, or, as some said, of a 
hundred years, reached the surface. If not then recovered, they 
sank again into the earth. Their presence was indicated by a 
hovering flame, and they resembled glowing coals, or red gold in a 
brewer’s kettle. — Diintzer. Cf. 11 . 4359 , 4360 . 

3669. 86u>ent()«ler. ‘ Lion-dollars are of Dutch coinage, and so 
called both from the city of Louvain (in German, 8oit)eil, lion), in 
Brabant, where they were first struck, and from the figure of a lion 
on the obverse . . . their value is about eighty-five cents’. — Bayard 
Taylor. 


Page 276. 

3682. 3Wir. Ethical dative. See note to 1 . 122 , The first verse 
was avowedly imitated from Ophelia’s song in Hamlet, iv. 5. 

3698. licit!! element! lit. ‘by the element!’ i.e. by the con- 
secrated element in the Eucharist.— Sanders. It is, however, a 
common oath which has lost its special significance. 

3699. Slfltteilfdnger, taken in connexion with lotffl, seems to refer 
to the legend immortalised by Browning in the Piper of Hamelin. 
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Page 278. 

3706. gteberrciflf; : from flebetll, ‘to cUiBt’, and ffiiftf), ‘ a whisk’ ; 
= a duster of goose-wing, or other feathers, for cleaning furniture, 
and is a cant name for ‘ sword ’. 

3737- ©ran fommen : lit. * will come to it 

Page 280. 

37dS* S(i fining. ‘Slander’. — H. Selss, as in text. 

Page 282. 

3767. ©cftdnblld) is here used adverbially. 

3769. 31citf;e 3J?af5 for in tetdfeni 31?afic. 

3775. SSrnB ; used as predicate to ©olbat. 

Page 284. 

Stage-direction. In the Utfnufl, after ‘ ©ottl come the words 
‘ Ercqutcn bcr Sliuttcr ©retgeml 

3779- Setgtiffnen : lit. ‘ held the wrong way ’. 

3788. 'll dll. ‘Pain’. — H. Bayard Taylor, as in text. This is 
the first intimation that the sleeping draught which Gretchen con- 
sented to give her mother had proved fatal. 

3790, 379i- Unter fceinem £erjen rcgt ftc^’d nidjt. ‘ It is common 
in Germany to say, „ ©te trcigt batf $fanb her ?tehe unter tyrem 
^erjen : "= ‘ She bears the pledge of love under her heart ’. Thus 
Schiller, in Die KindesmOrderin : „ 9tid;t ftn&Mein unter meinent 
f)Crgen ? " — Hayward. 

3793- 5l0nungdi)OUer. See note to 1. 621. 

3798. ‘ Dies iraa ’. This chant, from the Roman Masses for the 
Dead, is ascribed to Thomas de Celano, who died 1226. Scott 
quotes it in the Lay of the Last Minstrel , c. vi. st. 30. 

3800. ©rimnu ‘ Horror \ — H. Bayard Taylor, as in text. 

Page 286. 

3806. Sfufgefcfyaffen means here, says Strehlke, ‘restored to life’ ; 
the verb is used in the same sense by Klopstock. 

3818. ©efemgen. For a cognate use of the word, see 1. 2824, and 
note. 

Page 288. 

3834. ‘ The original word means simply a phial ; but it 

is evidently the neighbour’s pocket-flagon of smelling salts for which 


376 


gauf* 


Margaret asks . . . Mr. Taylor of Norwich, in his Historic Survey 
of German Poetry (London 1830), says “Your dram-bottle!’” 
— Bayard Taylor. 

Here the first Fragment of Faust, published in 1790, ended. 

2Balp ltrgid=l!«cl)t. ‘ The title and character ’, says Bayard 
Taylor, ‘of the Witches’ Sabbath on the summit of Brocken, on the 
night between April 30 and May 1 , spring equally from the old and 
the new religion. Walpurgis (or Walpurga, which is the most usual 
form of the name) was the sister of Saints Willibald and Wunni- 
bald, and emigrated with them from England to Germany, as 
followers of St. Boniface, in the eighth century. She died as 
abbess of a convent at Heidenheim, in Franconia, and, after the ex- 
tirpation of the old Teutonic faith, became one of the most popular 
saints, not only in Germany, but also in Holland and England. 
The first of May, which was given to her in the calendar, was the 
ancient festival-day of the Druids, when they made sacrifices upon 
their sacred mountains, and kindled their May-fires. Inasmuch as 
their gods became devils to their Christian descendants, the super- 
stition of a conclave of wizards, witches, and fiends on the Brocken 
—or Blocksherg— naturally arose, and the name of the pious 
Walpurgis thus became irrevocably attached to the diabolical anni- 
versary ’. 

Page 290. 

3863. (Sr. See note to 1. 548. 

3^7 1 "39 1 The critics have conjecturally assigned the first and 
fourth of these strophes to Mcphistopheles, the third and fifth to 
Faust, and the second to the Will o’ the Wisp. 

3876. @e(>’. ‘See’ — H. @ep’=icp fepe.— Diintzer. The im- 
perative would, of course, be ftej), or fepf. 

Page 292. 

3888. fmffet Ihiebcr : lit. ‘re-echoes’. 

3903- Sunfenroiirmer here=3o&annl«»iirmer.— Strehlke. As is 
well-known, it is only the male of the glow-worm ( Lampris Nodi- 
Inca) which is winged, and, though not so phosphorescent as the 
female, it may occasionally be called, by poetic licence, a fire-fly. 

‘ It lias often been said that the female alone is luminous. This, 
however, is an error, as I have caught numbers of these beetles of 
both sexes, and always found that the males were gifted with the 
power of producing tile peculiar phospii orescent light, though in 
much smaller degree than their mates, the light looking like two 
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small pins’ heads of phosphorus upon the end of the tail’. — Wood’s 
Nat. History , iii. p. 472. 

39°5- 3um ttermirrenbeti ©cleitc : lit. ‘ so as to form a bewilder- 
ing escort 

Page 294. 

3919. SBittert. See note to 1. 8. 

3921. glor: lit. ‘gauze’. 

3927. Serein jelt. ‘Scatters ’.—H. Selss, as in text. 

Page 296. 

3950. Sliiftc. ‘Cliffs’.— H. Birds, as in text. 

395 1 Suffer lit. ‘airs’. 

3959* Uttan is a general name for anyone whom one cannot, 
or will not, mention. In the form of „2J?etfler Uricm", it is a 
euphemism for the devil. — Diintzer. 

3961. ‘ I11 Aristophanic language, the witch irepdirat, the lie-goat 
Ktvaj 3 pa’. — Hayward. 

3962. 33aubo : the nurse who, by her indecent pranks, amused 
Demeter when in search of Persephone. 

3965* Slngefutyrt. Past participle for emphatic imperative. See 
1. 4333. 

Page 298. 

3977. Pradez sees here ‘le funeste r<$sultat d ’efforts outriis’ on 
the part of a witch ‘ en dtat de grossesse avanc4e ’. 

3987-3989' * A reference to those aasthetic critics who can produce 
nothing, but are yet always ready to point out the faults of others ’. 
— Turner and Morshead. 

3996-3999. ‘ This can only mean Science (more than three hundred 
years had elapsed since the so-called revival of the Sciences), which 
cannot make satisfactory progress, because it is hampered by 
pedantry and the narrowness (3n>ang) of the schools ’.—Diintzer. 

Page 300. 

4004-4007. ‘Mediocrities which have enough ambition to make 
them dissatisfied with their natural sphere, but not enough talent 
to enable them to compete successfully with more gifted minds ’. 
— Turner and Morshead. 

4008. ©albe. After smearing herself with witch-salve, the witch 
was supposed to travel to the Blocksberg in a kneading trough. 
— Diintzer. 
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4016. atufc^t for rufdjetb— Strehlke. 

4023. SSofanb, more anciently, „ 35 oIant". The word means 
‘seducer’, or the Evil One.— Diintzer. 


Page 306. 

4090. Siebe. Cf. 1 . 3122 . 

4095. Sabatier hore detects a pun; 3 !ftgC meaning ‘decline’ or 
‘ wane ’, as well as ‘ lees ’ or ‘ dregs ’. 

4110, 4115. 2 )?ir. Ethical dative. See note to 1. 122. 

4112. SScrteg' : third person singular, present subjunctive, for 
imperative. 


Page 308. 

4119. Silitl). According to the legend, Adam and his first wife 
were literally one flesh, being both ‘ joined together by the back ’. 
The tie proved too close for conjugal peace, and was eventually 
severed. But, even with a separate body, Lilith went wrong, 
practised witchcraft, and kept company witli duvils ; so that Adam 
had to be otherwise mated. She seems to have consoled herself by 
killing infants— over whom, when males, she had power for eight 
days after birth ; when females, for twenty — and by seducing young 
men, who always died in consequence, with a single hair from her 
lovely locks twisted round their heart. The prophet Isaiah men- 
tions the name (xxxiv. 14 ), which is rendered in A. V. ‘ screech-owl ’, 
and in R. V. ‘night-monster’. For fuller information, see Bayard 
Taylor’s interesting note, p. 33 fi. Dr. Selss points out that the 
legend arose from the apparently discrepant accounts of Eve’s 
creation given in Gen. i. 27 and in Gen. ii. 20 - 22 . The first was 
supposed by the Jewish commentators to relate to Lilith, and the 
second to our first mother ; and so both were harmonised. 

4126. Sad is used contemptuously. 

4130. Cf. Goethe’s ballad Dtr MiXllerin Verrath , St. 3, 1. 2. 

4136 - 43 - The manuscript iu the Royal Library at Berlin contains 
the completed lines as written by Goethe. They are neither better 
nor worse than many passages in Shakespeare, having the coarseness, 
without the wit, of Rabelais ; hence the reader gains rather than 
loses by the omission ’.—Bayard Taylor. They are given by Pradez. 

4144. ^roltop^antafmijl. F rom xpuKT&s, anus, and (pavraa/xa , 
spectrum. Meant for Nicolai, the Berlin publisher, an assailant of 
the Romantic school. Attacked by a malady in which he was 
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visited by apparitions, he was cured by applying leeches to the end 
of his spine. — Bayard Taylor. See 11. 4267, 4319. 

Page 310. 

4 i 57* 33cgtfifien. Here used in its second sense of asking per- 
mission. Grimm’s Worterbuch. 

4161. Stegel : a small village near Berlin, said to have been 
haunted in 1797. 

4167. (Jyerciren. May not the word in the first draft have pos- 
sibly been written eyorctren ? It would suit the context perfectly. 

4169. The allusion is to Nicolai’s account of his journey through 
Germany and Switzerland, in twelve volumes. 

Page 312. 

4190. 3boI. ‘Idol’. — H. The word here means ‘phantom’ — 
etdioXov. — Diintzer. 

4192. ©tarren. ‘Chill’. — H. Birds, as in text. The verbal cor- 
respondence between this epithet and erjlarrt— ‘grows stiff’— has 
been emulated by Sabatier in the paraphrase, — 

‘Ces yeux glaces vous glacent votre sang.’ 

Page 314. 

4211. prater: the public park of Vienna. 

4214. ©erbibiltdt ‘supernumerary’. 

4221. To wish a man at the Blocksberg was to wish him very far 
off. — Diintzer. 

Page 316. 

3tltCtlllC3JO. ‘Oberonand Titania’s Golden Wedding ’ was sent 
by Goethe to Schiller for insertion in the Muaenalmanach of 1798, 
by way of continuing the attacks on their literary antagonists that 
had appeared from both their pens under the name of ‘ Xenien ’. 
For reasons approved by Goethe, Schiller declined the contribution, 
which was ultimately inserted — though doubtless with some modi- 
fications— as an Intermezzo in the edition of Faust published in 
1808. Most modern critics have condemned it as, to say the least, 
unsuited to its place in the drama. 

4224. Mieding was the stage-decorator of the Court theatre at 
Weimar, and a great favourite of Goethe, who wrote a poem on his 
death. 
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4229. Der ©treit. The allusion is to the quarrel between Oberon 
and Titania in Shakespeare’s Midsummer Night's Dream ; whence 
also the characters— or rather, the names— of Puck and Ariel are 
borrowed. 

Page 318. 

4249* Ethical dative. See note to 1. 122. 

4251. The Orchestra must either be the crowd of literary aspirants, 
who, like insects, keep up a perpetual piping and humming, or the 
chorus of followers surrounding the literary celebrities of the time, 
and repeating their several views with a shrill, persistent iteration. 
— Bayard Taylor. 

4 2 S9- Goethe here ridicules those botching poetasters who, with- 
out an idea that every living poem must flow spontaneously from 
within as an organic whole, tack and stitch rhymes together, and 
thus produce malformations which they attempt to pass off as 
creations of beauty. — Diintzer. 

4263. The union of bad music and commonplace poetry. — Diintzer. 

4267. Nicolai. See note to 1. 4144. 

4271. Count F. Stolberg; who had attacked Schiller’s poem, The 
Gods of Greece , as atheistical. 

4275. Not clearly identified. (Srflretfe. ‘ Catch ’.— H. Turner 
and Morshead, as in text. 


Page 320. 

4279. Said to be meant for Joachim Campe. 

4292. 5D?tr. Ethical dative. See note to 1. 122. 

4295, 4299. The ‘ Weathercocks ’ are supposed to be the Counts 
Stolberg, who, from being disciples of the ©furnt Ullt> Drailg school, 
veered round to the opposite extreme of prudery. 

4296. 33raute. ‘Brides’.— H. Selss, as in text. 

4303. Seilien : the name (borrowed from Martial’s Xenia) given 
to a collection of epigrams aimed by Goethe and Schiller at their 
literary antagonists. 


Page 322. 

43°7* S>enmng$ : the Danish Chancellor, who had assailed Goethe 
and Schiller in his journal, Der Genius tier Zeit. Another of his 
journals, Musaget, was intended to rival the Musenalmanach. 

43*5- Agaiu Hennings. Ho claimed in his journal to assign to 
every poet his due place on Parnassus. He is called a * ci-devant 
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genius ’ because his paper was already extinct ; not having survived 
its sixth number. 

4319. ‘The “Inquisitive Traveller” is again intended for Nicolai 
under his other character of a Jesuit-liunter.’ — Turner and Mors- 
liead. See note to 1. 4144. 

4323. Lavater, whose gait was compared by Goethe, in writing to 
Eckermann, to that of a crane. — Bayard Taylor. 

4327. Supposed to be meant by Goethe for himself. 

4331. ‘ The tieuctf Qil)or is that of the philosophers, whose various 
notes turn out, on nearer acquaintance, to be as monotonous as the 
booming of bitterns. ’ — Turner and Morshead. 

4333- Ungcflort: past participle, for emphatic imperative. See 
1. 3965. 


Page 324. 

4335, 4337. Sllpft and fyllpft; old forms of Iiipft and fyiipft. 

4339. Loeper rejects the view adopted by Bayard Taylor that 
gitielcr is merely a student’s term for a ‘good fellow’, and connects 
it with the verb fiebeln, ‘to fiddle ’. 

4343. Sabatier observes that, before Kant, the recognised philo- 
sophy was that of Wolf ; and that either one of his disciples or 
himself is personified by „3)0fimattfer who proves the existence 
of the devil by the ontological argument used by the Cartesians to 
prove the existence of God. 

4347. Fichte, in his first period, held that all the reality of the 
‘ non-ego ’ is derived from the ‘ ego ’. Diintzer tells how Goethe 
remarked, on hearing that the philosopher’s windows had been 
broken by some students, that this must be a most unpleasant way 
of becoming convinced of the existence of a ‘ Not-me ’ external to 
the ‘ Me ’. — Turner and Morshead. 

4351. The empirical school was a ramification from that of Wolf. 
Loeper gives the little-known name of Garve as its representative. 
— Sabatier. ‘The “Realist”, who was bound to accept all pheno- 
mena as real, is staggered by what he sees, and begins to doubt the 
truth of his philosophy if it depends upon accepting all around him 
as actually existent ’. — Turner and Morshead. 

4355- Jacobi. 

4359. See note to 1. 3664. The school of Hume was represented 
in Germany by the Jew Maimon and by Schulze. — Sabatier. 

4361. That is: 3h>etfel alone rhymes to Seufef; therefore my 
logical position is sound in doubting both bad and good spirits. 
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Page 326. 

4367. 437*- Turning from philosophy to politics, ‘the Adroit’ are 
those who, like the Vicar of Bray, know how to take care of them- 
selves, however circumstances may alter ; while ‘ the Awkward ’, 
who were able to live the life of parasites under the old system, are 
Quite incapable of falling in with the new, — Turner and Morshead. 

4375. Political parvenus thrown to the surface by the French 
Revolution. 

4376. ‘From which we are just sprung’.— H. ‘Where we 
originated’. — Bayard Taylor. ‘ D’oii tons nous primes l’etre '. — 
Sabatier. 

4379- Supposed to represent the French emigres, many of whom 
Goethe had met, and held in scant esteem. — Sabatier. 

4383. Bayard Taylor suggests that ‘ the Massive Ones ’ are pro- 
bably meant for the writers of the Romantic school, with their cx- 
aggeratedmanner. ‘In Goethe’s dithyrambic “German Parnassus”, 
he thus describes the crush and onset of the masses of rude literary 
aspirants : — 

“Ah, the bushes down are trodden ! 

Ah, the blossoms crushed and sodden 
’Neath the footsteps of the brood : 

Who shall brave their angry mood?”’ 

On the other hand, Diintzer holds that the allusion is to the 
turbulent masses of the French Revolution ; but, as Sabatier re- 
marks, — ‘le quatrain de Goethe serait en ce cas bien anodin et pen 
characturistique ’. 

4390. Set Xietbc. The epithet was perhaps suggested by the 
words of the fairy in Midsummer Nii/ht's Dream, when taking leave 
of Puck : — ‘ Farewell, thou lob of spirits !’ — Bayard Taylor. 

Page 328. 

Gloomy Day, A Plain, A considerable time must be supposed 
to have elapsed between this and the Brocken scene. During 
the interval, Margaret has given birth to a oliild, which she has 
drowned; and she is now under sentence of death for infanticide. 

20, 21. Unentdittier ©eiil. See note to 11. 3217-3250. 

37- UBerfrimappt. The phrase is applied to a bolt, or other 
object, which, on the breaking of the spring that propels it, is 
driven beyond its proper limit.— Sabatier. 
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Page 330. 

43 . 5fctfcf;e. ‘Gnash’. — H. An s ter, as in text. Mephistoplieles 
is grinning with scorn, not gnashing (fntrfc^enb) his teeth in fury. 
Originally the verb used was Wdtfe (Mecfc), which means the same 
as fletfcfye. See ©oet&e’b gaufl in urfprungftcfyer ©eflaft, line 35. 

44. ©roller, f)errtt#er ©eifl. See note to lines 3217-3250. 

47. ©td; fcjjt. ‘Battens’. — H. Swanwick, as in text. 


Page 334. 

4399. SBe&en. ‘Weaving’. — H. Sanders, citing this line, inter- 
prets the verb Stivatf hnrfenb fefyaffen, tyerborbrmgen. Sabatier 
translates it ‘ Que font-ils ? ' and remarks that the English ‘ weave ’ 
gives only one of the two senses attached to the term, dropping 
that which is the most natural here ; viz., the idea of undetermined 
action. Cf. 11. 1119, 2715, 3449. 

Skbenfletn was the old German word for a height, enclosed with 
circular walls, where executions took place. — Diintzer. 

4402 . |)erenjltnft. ‘ A witches’ company’. — H. Bayard Taylor, 
as in text. 

4411 . bell Sob l;eran: lit. ‘lingers death hither’. 

4412 - 4420 . ‘The song’, says Hayward, ‘is founded on a popular 
German story, to be found in the Kinder- und Haus-Afdrchen of 
the distinguished brothers Grimm, under the title of ‘ Von dem 
Maclmndelboom [Baum] ’, and in the English selection from that 
work entitled German Popular Stories , under the title of The 
Juniper Tree. The wife of a rich man, whilst standing under a 
juniper tree, wishes for a little child as white as snow and as red 
as blood ; and on another occasion expresses a wish to be buried 
under the juniper when dead. Soon after, a little boy as white as 
snow and as red as blood is born ; the mother dies of joy at 
beholding it, and is buried according to her wish. The husband 
marries again, and has a daughter. The second wife, becoming 
jealous of the boy, murders him and serves him up at table for the 
unconscious father to eat. The father finishes the whole dish, and 
throws the bones under the table. The little girl, who is made 
the innocent assistant in her mother’s villainy, picks them up, ties 
them in a silk handkerchief, and buries them under the juniper 
tree. The tree begins to move its branches mysteriously, and then 
a kind of cloud rises from it, a fire appears in the cloud, and out 
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of the fire comes a beautiful bird, which flies about singing the 
following song : — 

2ftin SWober be mi flact;t’t, 

9J!tn SBnber be mi ait, 

SKin ©mefler be 3Wartecnfen 
©bd)t alle nteiite ffleenifen, 

Hub binbt fte in ecn fpben ©oof, 

Sagtd unner ben aMadmnbetboom ; 

. Sjjmitt! atb matt en fd;bn 93ogcl bin iri> ! ’ 

It is, however, a common European fairy tale. The English form 
may be found in Mr. Jacobs’ English Fairy Tales, entitled ‘ The 
Rose Tree ’. 


Page 336. 

Staije Direction, fjinmfitjenb. ‘ Throwing ’. — H. Anster, as in 
text. 

Page 338. 

4449. Gin aiteb SWardjen: the ‘old tale’ here is that referred to 
in Gretchen’s song. See note to 11. 4412-4420. 

4467. Itlappen : high German for IHappern, ‘ to gnash with the 
teeth’, and is so used by Luther in translating Matt. viii. 12. 

Page 348. 

4590. ®ab ©tabrf)Cll brirfjt. According to an old German custom, 
when sentence of death was pronounced by the judge (according to 
some), or when (according to others) he read it to the accused 
before delivering him to the executioner, by an expressive symbol, 
signifying that there was no appeal from the sentence, he broke a 
white staff, and threw the pieces at the culprit’s feet. — Sabatier. 
This account of the ceremony is slightly varied by Dr. Buchheim, 
who says that the pieces were thrown at the feet of the executioner. 

4594- for Jlltft, to rhyme with enttucft. 
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